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MORTON HOTUSE.

CHAPTER L
OUT OF THE DUSK.

It was drawing toward the close of a soft
November day, some thirty years ago, when the
sound of children’s merry laughter burst sud-
denly into the quiet garden of a quiet house,
situated on the outskirts of the moderately-sized
village of Tallahoma, in the populous and wealthy
county of Lagrange. The sun had gone down,
leaving behind him broken masses of gorgeously-
tinted clouds, which were forming themselves into
fanciful shapes of mountains and castles, while
over the distant landscape the brooding haze of
the Indian summer began to melt into the deeper
purple of the g]oéming; and the peculiar cool-
ness that betokens coming frost, to make itself
perceptibly felt in the pearly atmosphere. It
was only the first of the month, and as yet but
few of the trees had shed thcir leaves. The
russet of the oaks, the pale yellow of the elms,
the burning scarlet of the maples, and the vivid
gold of the chestnuts, were all in their glory, and
formed a bright autumnal background for the
sober house which overshadowed the blooming
garden, and the noisy groups that were scamper-
ing up and down its paths.

Very noisy groups they were; and yet their
noise did not seem at all disturbing to a young
girl who had followed them o1t, and stood lean-
ing over the low garden-gate, while they played
hide-and-seek among the rose-bushes. Perhaps
this noise had grown an accustomed thing to her
ears, as a great deal of it was her daily portion;
or, perhaps, she liked children well enough to
like even this their most disagreeable attribute

—a conclusion devoutly to be wished by all in-
terested in her welfare, since Fate had made of
her that much-tried being, a governess. At al!
events she did not heed it in the least. The
worse than Mobawk yells of uproarious Dick,
the squabbling of Jack and Katy, the indignant
remonstrances of elder Sara, and even the lifting
up of baby Nelly’s voice in injured weeping,
were all unnoticed by their young teacher, who
kept her eyes steadily fastened on the distant
horizon, where the line of dark woods melted
into the hazy atmosphere, and the pale-blue
smoke curled upward from several unseen chim-
neys. Not that Miss Tresham did not hear the
various disturbances. But, even in the school.
room, she ignored a great deal, for peace’ sake,
and, once out of that durance vile, she Ieft the
children much fo themselves—giviug them, in
unimportant matters, that blessed freedom of
conduct and speech which no human creature
is too young or too ignorant to appreciate.

She was a stately creature, this Katharine
Tresham ; and one of the women who possess a
power of attraction quite apart from personal
gifts. Ier face was not a beautiful one, by any
means ; yet few beautiful faces pleased either so
well or so long as this, notwithstanding its faults,
The gray eyes were very clear and honest in their
glance, but there was none of the sunny gleam
of violet orbs, or the dusky splendor which dwells
in dark ones; the complexion was very fair and
pure, but rather pale, unless some quick emotion
or pleasurable excitement, sent a clear carmine
glow to the cheeks; the mose was straight and
delicate, but not in the least classical; and, if
the mouth was all that a mouth could or should
be, the unusual squarencss of the chin gave a
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finish to the face that was far from adding to its
symmetry. Still, no one could deny that Miss
Tresham was handsome—handsome in a very
striking and aristoeratic style—that her hands
and feet were irreproachable in sizc and shape,
that her lithe, slender figure was so well devel-
oped that not even an artist could have wished
for it a pound of flesh either more or less; and
that she carried herself with a very distinguished
manner. Most women, looking in their mirror
at a face so fair and a form so noble, would have
been tempted to murmur at the fate which had
dealt with them 8o hardly; but this was the one
point wherein Katharine Tresham proved her-
self something more than mediocre. She did not
indulge any vain regrets, or still more vain aspi-
rations ; she did not mourn any withered hopes,
or bewail any blighted existence: but she took
life as she found it, and bore its burden with a
courage as cheerful as it was patient. Her em-
ployers were always kind and considerate, the
children were warmly attached to her, she was
beyond the reach of storms that had once beat
very roughly on her head; and as her disposition
—a disposition more to be prized than gold or
preeioys stones—was eminently one of content,
she furled her sails, and rested quictly in the
pleasant haven into which she had drifted, where
the sea was smooth beneath, and the sky was
bright above her. No geniug, the reader will
perceive; no unsatisfied yearning being, full of
repressed passion and morbid longings; only a
brave, bright young gentlewoman, who was
Christian enough to be satisfied that God knew
what was best for her; who took the good IHe
gave, with grateful heart, and rarely murmur‘ed
at the ill.

She was leaning over the gate now, softly
singing to herself a verse of song, and gazing
over the scene before her, with eyes that took in
and enjoyed all its beauty. But, after a while,
the children began a game very near, and sent
their shouts ringing through the clear antumn
air, with such hearty good-will, that the young
governess was fain to put wider space between
herself and their merriment. So she turned
away, and began pacing up and down a shel-
tered walk—a walk bounded on one side by the
garden-fence and a hedge of Cherokee rose, on
the other by tall gooseberry-bushes. A bright-
red glow of the flaming western sky fell over
her as she moved to and fro, lighting up her
rich brown hair, her clear, bright eyes, and her
tall, slender figure, and making a very attraetive
picture of youth and graee, in the midst of the

lovely autumn scene. At length, she drew a
small volume from her pocket and began toread.
Thirty ycars ago. Tennyson’s fame was yet young
—not so young, however, but that, even in the
backwoods of America, men had heard his
name ; and the girl who paced up and down the
garden on that soft Indian summer evening, was
steeping her soul in the beauty and music of
those early poems which no after-efforts can
ever supplant in our hearts, Enthralled in the
sweeping rhythm, it was rather hard to be sud-
denly recalled to commonplace reality by a
child’s eager, uplifted voice.

 Miss Tresham, Miss Tresham ! ” sounded the
‘cry, “Look, oh, look, what a pretty horse Mr.
Annesley’s on! May I—please—may I ask him
to give me a ride?”

¢ Certainly not,” answered Miss Tresham,
speaking with great deeision, but without look-
ing up from her book. ‘Katy, you know your
mother forbade your ever again asking Mr.
Annesley for a ride.”

“But she did not forbid her taking a ride if
Mr. Annesley asked Aer, did she?” said a gay
voice; and the next moment there appeared at
the end of Katharine’s walk, between the Chero-
kee hedge and the gooseberry-bushes, a slender,
handsome young cavalier, in riding-boots and
spurs, who stood with Katy mounted triumph-
antly on his shoulder, one tiny hand clutehing
nervously at his coat-eollar, and her blond ring-
lets falling in a golden shower upon his crisp
dark curls,

“No, I don’t think she forbade that,” Katha-
rine replied, looking up with a smile, whether
merely of recognition, or of welcome also, it was
hard to say. “But indeed you are spoiling that
child dreadfully, Mr. Annesley! She never secs
you that she does not expect some marked atten-
tion, and almost breaks her heart when you do
not notice her.”

¢ And do I ever fail to notice her—when I
see her{"” asked he, swinging Katy to the
ground, and coming nearer to Katharine—seem
ing, at the same time, to bring sunshine with
him in his hazel eyes and brilliant smile, ]
am sure I am always very attentive—am I not,
my little coquette ?

The littleccoquette said ¢ Yes,” very prompt.
ly ; but Miss Tresham shook her head.

“TIt seems I must refresh Katy’s memory,”
she said. * Youwvould searcely believe that the
other afternoon—last week some time, I believe
it was—she cried all the way home because you
passed her without notice, when youn were accom-
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panying two ladies down the village street. It
was vain to rcason with her—both her mother
aud myself tried argument unavailingly—and
she sobbed herself to sleep that night in pro-
found disdain of bread and milk, or even bread
and jam, for supper.”

“T remember the afternoon,” said the young
cavalier, a little confusedly. “I was riding with
my sister and a friend of hers. But Katy cannot
say that I did not speak to her.”

“Ah, but you didn’t!” said Katy, eagerly,
forgetting her contrary assertion of the moment
before. “You spoke to Miss Tresham, but not
like you always do—and you didn’t notice me at
all.”

“You shall have a ride this evening to pay
for it, then,” said he; ‘““and I will be more
careful in future. Miss Vernon’s horse was
rather unmanageable, and occupied all my atten-
tion, She does not know how to ride as well as
you will when you are grown.”

““Is she 'fraid ?” asked Katy, with great in-
terest.

“ Very mueh afraid,” he answered.

Then he turned to Miss Tresham, and asked
if she would not come and look at his new horse.

8o you have another new horse ? ”’ she said,
smiling., “ Of eourse, I will eome and look at
him. You know horses are my weakness, and
—oh! he is a beauty!”

“Is he not?” responded her companion,
pleased with her burst of enthusiasm. ¢I was
sure you would admire him.—Soh! Donald |—
Steady, boy ! »

They had approached the gate, and were
leaning over it together, while the horse, which
was fastened outside, began to move a little
restlessly at sight of his master.

“Look at him!” said that master, eagerly.
“Did you ever see a more symmetrieal form ?
And his head—is it not superbly set on the
shoulders ?

‘“ He is a paragon,” said Katharine, playfully,
‘ And—he is not dangerous, is he, Mr. Annes.
ley ?—I must go and speak to him.”

“He is as gentle as a greyhound,” said An-
nesley, opening the gate for her to pass out. “I
only wish—"

But what he wished was left in doubt; for
he paused abruptly, while Katharine went up to
the paragon, and patted his straight nose and his
glossy, satin neek, calling him many pet-names
in her clear, young voice.

* What an intelligent eye he has!” she cried,
suddenly., “I really belicve he understands all

I am saying to him. Mr. Annesley, what is his
name ? "

“Donald is his name ; but I do not like it.”

-“Donald? Noj; it is not good at all; it is
not suggestive in the least; and it is not pretty
either. He deserves a beautiful name.”

“Give him one, then,” said Annesley, quick
ly. “He will be only too proud to own you as a
sponsor. I have no aptitude whatever for such
things, and my horses are usually ‘ the bay’ and
‘the sorrel’ to their dying-day.”

T thought you were more imaginative,” said
Katharine, absently. “Is he fleet?” she went
on, still looking at the horse.

“ He is like the wind, or the lightning.”

“Is he? Then I will give you a name for
him at once. Call him Ilderim.”

“Ilderim? You mean—"

“The sobriquet of Bajazet, of course. It
signifies ¢The Lightning,’ you know. Will it
do?”

‘It is excellent,” he answered, as, indeed, he
would have answered to any thing whatever of
her suggestion. “From this moment, Donald
dies, and Ilderim rises like a pheenix from his
ashes.—Soh! Steady, sir!”

For, arching his handsome neck like a how,
the new-made Ilderim began pawing the earth so
energetically with his fore-foot that he made Ka-
tharine beat a hasty retreat.

““What a racer he would make!” she cried,
suddenly, “Is that what you intend him for ?”

“Why, no; I had not thought of it,” he re-
plied. *“I was merely attracted by his beauty,
and thought myself lucky to get him.”

¢ Lueky!” she repeated, looking up at him
with a smile. ‘“Most people are lucky when
Fortune has never said them nay in any onc de-
sire of their hearts. I suppose you never wished
for any thing in your life without obtaining it.”

Standing there in the soft, purple dusk, with
one arm thrown over his horse’s arched neek,
with an unconscious graee in the eareless atti-
tude, a suppressed eagernecss in the handsome
face, and a chivalric deference in the uncovered
head, it was not hard to believe this—not hard,
indeed, to tell that here was one of those to
whom had fallen the purple and fine linen of a
world whieh gives to others only serge; one of
those to whom its wealth and fame, its love and
pleasure, came, as it were, by right divine, and
who now and then flash aeross the path of our
work-day lives, and make our twilight seem more
dun by contrast with their own radiant sunshine.

“Yes, I have been very fortunate all my life,’



1 MORTON

he answered, more gravely than Katharinc’s gay
tone secmed to warrant; ‘“but the future may
overbalance the past, and you may give me my
first lesson in denial this very afternoon. I mean
to ask a favor of you after a while.”

“T hope it is one that I may be able to
grant,” she said, quietly. ‘“But you know my
opinion on that subject.”

““That friendship is best kept free from fa-
vors ?—yes. But I should like to convince you
how wrong that is. I should like to make you
believe that real friendship never hesitates either
to give or accept a favor.”

“Don’t try,” she said, lightly; * yon might
fail, and that would not be pleasant to one who
has never known failure, I will grant you this
much, however—that, where friendship exists be-
tween two people of equal position, they may
afford to meet each other half-way in the matter
of favors; but, where one occupies the worldly
vantage-ground, it is not well for the other to
accept benefits which may assume the weight of
obligations.”

She spoke very calmly ; but a hot, red flush
mounted swiftly to the brow of her listener. He
made one hasty step forward, and then fell back
again, irritating Ilderim very much by the unin-
tentional jerk of his rein.

“Why do you say such things? why do you
take such a tone about yourself ?” he cried, with
a sharp accent of reproach in his voice. ‘You
of all women! It is grievously wrong to your-
gelf | It is even more grievously wrong to
me!”

“And why should I not look truth in the
face ?" she asked, gravely. * To say that I am
not your social equal means nothing that either
you or I need blush to acknowledge. Itis merely
a conventional accident, and does not even touch
the other ground, the personal ground on which
we meet—meet, I am glad to think, as friends.
That you are Mr. Annesley of Annesdale, of gen-
tle blood and almost prinecely estate, is a mere
chance of fortune; and that I am Katharine
Tresham, governess, who tecaches Mr. Marks’s
children for six hundred dollars a year, is equally
a chance. I am of the Old World, you know.
Perhaps that is the reason why these things seem
tome at once a matter of course and a matter of
small moment.”

The young republican by name, the young
anstocrat by race and nature, looked at her in
wistful silence for a moment.

“Yet you think of them far more than we
do,” he said, at length.

HOUSE.

‘“ Because I have been trained to do so,” she
answered, moving toward the half-open gate,
‘“and, perhaps I ought also to add, because I
am unfortunately very proud—much ‘too proud
to care whence I came.”’ You see I have not
forgotten that apprenticeship to the convention-
alities which I served when I spent a year as
governcss in England—a year I would not live
over again for untold wealth,”

“ But that was in England. You are in Amer
ica now, thank God!”

“Yes,” she answered, with an arch gleam in
her eyes, “I am in America now—America,
where I am theoretically supposed to be the
equal in all points of any among your county
gentry—we will say, for instance, that lovely
Miss Vernon. What would she think, do you
suppose, if you suggested that she should ecall
on Mrs. Marks’s governess >—But poor little
Katy! See how downcast she is looking! She
evidently thinks you have forgotten all about
her ride.”

“I have not, though,” said Annesley, half
absently; and, looking up, he beckoned Katy to
come to him.

The little girl gladly obeyed. She had left her
companions to their play, and had been leaning
wistfully against the gate, pushing back her
bright curls, so as to see what was going on
outside, and longing for the signal that was so
slow in coming. When, at last, it did come, she
bounded forward, and stood impatiently beside
the horse, while Annesley gathered up the reins
and sprang into the saddle. He bent down and
lifted her from the ground to a seat before him,
made her kiss her hand to the governess, and
they were off, the child’s short dress fluttering
in the evening breeze as they cantered down the
road and out of sight.

Katharine watched them, with a strange sort
of yearning in her eyes. Perhaps she was think-
ing how pleasant it would be to ride down that
road, under its crimson and golden woods, in the
lovely autumn dusk, with a erescent moon faintly
gleaming above the still tinted west, and such
a stately and gallant escort by her side as he
who had just passed from her sight. Perhaps
she thought of those to whom such pleasure was
common, and—even the best-disciplined of us
will sometimes do such things—contrasted her
own life with theirs, Perhaps she remembered
that scene of last Week, to which she had alluu-
ed—the two elegant ladies in their sweeping
habits and waving plumes, the curvetting horses,
the flashing bits and jewclled whips, the young
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cavalier, and the golden sunshine streaming over
all, while she plodded by in the dust and shadow.
Perhaps she wondered if this dust and shadow
were henceforth to be her portion; or perhaps
she thought of a time when the sunshine had
slept on her path too, when kind eyes and loving
tones had followed her, when life had seemed for
a short while the fair and pleasant thing which
it never seems to any long, when a young girl
who bore her name had smiled and talked and
jested beneath the waving palms of a distant
tropic island, and when—but her thoughts went
no further than this, It was only Mrs. Marks’s
governess who turned abruptly from the gate,
and, with a resolute compression of the lips,
that brought lines too hard for so young a face,
began the same pacing up and down the walk
that had been interrupted half an hour before.
It was not long before she was interrupted again,
for Mr. Annesley did not give Katy a very ex-
tended ride. Ilderim was brought up before
the garden-gate once more, and Katy, flushed,
smiling, yet regretful, lowered to the ground.
Then Mr. Annesley sprang off also; but this
time he did not fasten his horse to the iron
staple so conveniently placed in a large elm-tree
near by. Probably something in Katharine’s
face warned him uot to do so—he was very
quickly sensitive to any change in that face.
At all events, he kept the rein over his arm,
and, uncovering as he advanced, spoke, half
apologetically :

“] am going in a moment, Miss Tresham,
but—you know I told you I had a favor to ask
of you, The evening is so lovely, I am sure you
will not mind a few minutes longer in the open
air.”

“Yes, the evening is very lovely, but rather
cool,” answered Katharine, in a tone which was
cool also; “and I cannot promise to make it
more than a few minutes, Mr. Annesley, for Mrs.
Marks expects me to see that the children come
In before nightfall.”

“1 did not know that you were the chil-
dren’s nurse as well as their governess,” he
said, somewhat hastily.

“ There you are right,” she answered, quiet-
ly. “But they don’t obey their nurse very well,
and they do obey me. So this duty has de-
volved upon me—and it is not a very irksome
one.
vily.”

The young man leaned forward over the
tlosed gate which divided them.

¢ And I wish to Heaven,” he said, passionate-

I wish I had none that pressed more hea- |

ly, “that I could make your life what it should
be!”

She shrugged her shoulders slightly.

“ Now, that is very kind, but not very wise,
There is One who knows what is best for us;
and you might spoil the whole aim and inten-
tion of my life, if you went to work to improve
it after your own device. Really, I am very
well content with it as it is. You must not let
that foolish speech make you think otherwise »

“Content]! How can you possibly be con-
tent with sueh occupation, such surroundingg,
such compan—"

“ IHush 1 she said, quickly ; for several small
listeners had grown tired of their game, and drawn
near. ‘It is all very pleasant— sometimes I
think too pleasant, to last long. But you said
you had something you wished to ask me.”

“Yes,” he answered. “I wish to ask you
—well, for one thing, why you will never let me
do any thing to make your life more endura-
ble ?”

“ You do a great deal,” she replied, a sudden
cordial light springing into her eyes and making
them beautiful. “ You do more than any one
has ever done before in—oh, such a long time!
Do you think I'am ungrateful for the books and
papers, the flowers and music that brighten my
life so much? Can you imagine I do not see
how much more generous you would be if I
could allow it? Surely, Mr. Annesley, you do
not think that I have so many friends, or receive
50 much kindness, but that I feel this in my
heart of hearts.”

“Then grant me one favor,” he said, im-
pulsively. “Promise to give me one pleasure,
which will be the greatest I have ever known.”

“I canmot promise in the dark. What is
ite”

‘Tt is not much—to you, that is.
you honor Ilderim by riding him.”

Katharine drew back a step in her surprise.

“ Mr. Annesley, you are surely jesting! Ride
Ilderim !

“Yes,” he answered, with a desperate attempt
at nonchalance; *ride Ilderim—why not? You
cannot say you would not like it; and I only
bought him because I thought how well he would
suit you. And—Miss Tresham, pray do not re-
fuse me this my first request!”

Katharine was silent for a moment. Not
that she had a thought of yielding to any thing
8o inadmissible as what he asked; but simply
because she was touched by the desire to give
her pleasure, which was so delicately veiled

Only that
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“ How kind he is !” she thought, ‘“and yet, poor
fellow, how foolish!” Annesley, who had be-
gun to feel uncomfortable at Ler long silence,
was certainly relieved, but yet more surprised,
when she suddenly held out her hand to him.

“Thank you so much,” she said. * You are
80 good—so kind! But, then, you know it is
impossible.” :

The action was only one of frank gratitude ;
but the next instant she was sorry for having
given way to it. Very sorry indeed, when, glan-
cing up, she saw that a carriage had approached
unperceived by them, and was passing by, while
several pairs of eyes looked euriously from the
windows at this way-side seene. Katharine
drew back her hand bastily, and a shying move-
ment of Ilderim made Annesley turn at the same
moment. Thus they both looked full at the
equipage, which, truth to tell, was rather a
strange one for that road, at that hour.

Not that the equipage in itself was at all
remarkable —only a dusty travelling-carriage,
with two worn-out horses, a cross-looking driver,
a large trunk behind, and numerons bhoxes on
the driver’s seat and under his legs. But the
faet that it was leaving the village at such an
hour, that the road was a retired one, ouly lead-
ing to several eountry-houses, and to a town
distant some forty miles, and that the faees
which looked forth from it were totally unknown,
conspired to make its nnexpected advent surpris-
ing. Strangers did not often come to Tallahoma ;
and when they did, it was generally in the stage-
coach, and they ordered supper at the “Tallaho-
ma Ifotel,” and went to bed like orderly and ordi-
nary mortals. These travellers plainly intended
to do neither; and they certainly did not seem
very ordinary. The only outside passengers were
the driver, who, as before mentioned, looked very
eross, and a small spaniel, who looked very tired
and patient. DBut three faces were gazing from
the inside, when Katharine with haste drew back
her hand, and Annesley turned round. The first
that attracted their notiee was one which would
have elaimed attention anywhere, o from any-
body. A hollow, attenuated face, with features
8o finely marked that they stood out like pure
Greek chigelling, and eyes so large and dark that
they eeemed shedding a flood of light over every
thing on which they rested, was partially revealed
under a black bonnet and heavy crape veil, and
showed itself for a minute only—sinking back
out of sight immediately. The two others kept
their positions, and were hardly less remarkable
—hardly less remarkable, that is, to Taflahoma
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sight; for one was a beautiful bold-eyed boy
who was staring with all his might, and hugging
closely 2 small monkey; the other a woman
whom Katharine at once recognized as a Freneh
bonne, in the usual dress of her elass. It was a
very brief gaze that the two parties interehanged
as the carriage moved by, and rumbled away in
the dusk. As it disappeared, the eager little
voiees of the children standing around Katharine
found utteranee.

O Miss Tresham, did you see the monkey ? ”

¢ Miss Tresham, did you see the little boy ?

¢ Miss Tresham, wasn’t that a pretty lady ®”

“ Miss Tresham, how funny the little dog
looked ! ”

“Dog ! you're erazy!

“It wasn’'t no such thing!
Didn’t I see it ?”

“ And dido’t T see the monkey ? Silly !”

‘“ You've a silly yourself, sir!  Miss Tresham,
wasn’t it a dog ?”

¢ Hush, ehildren,” said Miss Tresham, in her
governess tone. “ There were a dog and mon.
key both.” Then she turned to Annesley.
“Who can they possibly be 2

He shook his head. “I have no idea.
Strangers, evidently; but where they can be
coming from, or where going, at this hour, I
can’t tell.”

‘“ And sueh strangers! They would not be
extraordinary objeets on a French or Italian high.
way ; but in this remote corner of the world,
they are rather astonishing. Don’t you think
so?”

“Yes,” he answered, ‘rather astonishing.”
But it was obvious that they had made but a
momentary impression on him, for he turned at
once to the subject that had been interrupted by
their appearance. *‘ Miss Tresham, seriously, is
there any reason why you should not give me
this great pleasure ?

“ There are many reasons, Mr. Annesley,” an-
swered Miss Tresham, gravely. ‘“‘But I have
only time to give you one at present, and with
that you must be content—by doing as you wish,
I should make myself the objeet of ecountless
remarks ; and I might probably in the end lose
my situation. Thbat would be paying rather
dearly for a ride, even on Ilderim. Thank you
again, though; and now, good-by.”

The young man looked at her in the waning
light with a passion of resolvein hiseyes. “You
will not think of this?” he asked. “ You will
not even give me time to try and change your
resolution ?

It was a monkey !”
It was a dog!
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=1 am sorry to say that I can do neither,”
she answered, a little coldly. It is late, and I
must really go—and so ought you, for that mat-
ter, since Annesdale is five miles off. Here! let
me return your ¢ Tennyson.’” I have enjoyed it
so much.”

He received the volume, and thrust it care-
lessly into his pocket; then, while drawing on
his gloves, he said :

“T have received a packet of new books to-
day ; may I bring you some, when I come again?
There are one or two I am sure you will like.”

“Then bring me one or two—not more,” she
said, laughing. “ Poor Mrs. Marks must not be
frightened by another such imposing sight as
those dozen volumes you sent the other day.
Bring some poetry, please. Formerly I did not
care much for poetry; now I like it—I suppose
because my life is so very prosaic. Once more,
good-hy.”

“Good-by,” he echoed.

He vaulted on Ilderim, rode away a few steps
wheeled suddenly, came back, and leaned out of
his saddle toward the gate where Katharine was
still standing.

¢ Perhaps I ought to tell you,” he said, “ that
I am not at all discouraged. You may yet ride
Tlderim, and I may yet thank you for my first de-
nial.”

With this, and before she could answer, he
was gone.

CHAPTER 1II.
MR, WARWICK’S GHOST.

Miss TresHAM remained standing in the place
where Mr. Annesley had left her, for a minute or
two, gazing with slightly-knitted brows after his
vanishing figure ; then she turned, and told the
children that it was time to go in.

“ It is cold,” she said, with a little shiver;
“and I don’t think there is any use in looking
for your father. Since he has not come already,
he is not likely to be here for an hour yet.”

“We'll have to wait a long time for supper,
then,” remarked one small murmurer; but that
was all.

The legion knew better than to offer any
open signs of disobedience to their chief; and,
although discontent was rife among them, they
followed her to the house.

A flight of steps led from a side-piazza down
Vo the garden, and across this piazza a flood of

cheerful light was already streaming from two
windows and a gluss door which opened upon it,

“Why, papa’s here already!” cried Katy,
who had bounded up the steps before any one
else and taken an observation through the win-
dow. “Papa’s here already! Where did he
come from ? ”

Then the door flew open with a sudden burst
and the merry little crowd rushed pell-mell into
the room.

A very pleasant room it was, with a spark-
ling, light-wood fire on the hearth, and a well-
set table in the middle of the floor—a room
abounding in comfort but lacking in luxury, and
with little or no evidence of what are called re-
fined tastes. That is, there were few books visi-
ble, and they were chiefly of an unused kind. No
pictures excepting some ugly daubs supposed to
be family portraits, and not even a vase to hold
the royal flowers blooming by in such prodigal
profusion. The aspect of the place proclaimed
substantial ease, nothing more. There were
comfortable chairs, and one or two chintz-
cushioned eouches; there were various tables,
with carved legs and bright-red covers; there
was & glowering mahogany sideboard, there
was a pretty little work-stand that stood in a
niche near the fireplace, and thére was a clock
on the mantel that told the quarters with re.
morseless exactitude. But the proprietors of
the apartment were plain people, of no fashion.
able pretension, and still less fashionable ambi-
tion—people who were “in business,” and were
not ashamed of the fact; who were well-to-do in
the world now, but who had known a hard strug-
gle before hecoming so; who were of the best
morals, but of moderate culture; and who, while
they were always glad of social advancement and
social recoguition, never went out of their way
to seek either—people, in short, who were types
of the best portion of the middle class—the por-
tion that is neither hopelessly vulgar nor absurd-
ly aspiring—and who, in consequence of sturdily
respecting their own dignity, were universally
respected by those above as by those below
them on Fortune’s ladder.

The head of the household, Richard Marks,
had begun life as a very small tradesman, and
it may readily be conceived that the man who
sold coffee by the pound, and calico by the yard,

across a village counter, was scarcely able to

command, or even hope for, any very exalted
social elevation. Yet social elevation of a cer-
tain sort came with time—as it comes to all men
who trust less to fortune than to their own en:
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deavor. To his diligence and energy, and to the
scrupulous honesty which made all men recognize
his word to be as good as his bond, Richard
Marks owed at last an assured competency and
an honorable, even an enviable, position among
his fellow-townsmen. To these things he owed
it that the most aristocratic gentlemen of his
native county were proud to hold out the hand
of friendship, not patronage, to him; and that,
after many years of hard labor, he was now rest-
ing on his oars as cashier and virtual controller
of the one bank which did all the monetary busi-
ness of Lagrange County.

His wife, although the daughter of a gentle-
man—if a spendthrift insolvent deserves the
name—had sunk so easily to the social level of
her husband that those among her friends and
acquaintances who still spoke of her as ¢ Bessie
Warwick,” were forced to explain the obvious
fact as best they could,

“She never had much sense,” they wonld
say, “and certainly no great amount of refine-
ment—though she was so pretty—pretty in a
certain style, that is ; and then she inherited low
tastes, no doubt. Her mother was shockingly
common, if you remember. It was his marriage
that ruined Arnold Warwick—at least his friends
always said so.”

But, notwithstanding this unflattering opin-
fon, Mrs., Marks certainly proved that she had
found her right place in the world as helper of a
good man’s upward career. The best of wives
and mothers—yet, like most best of wives and
mothers, apt at times to become a little tire-
some, especially if she once began the circum-
stantial history of Dick’s dreadful accident when
he fell and broke his collar-bone, or how little
Katy whooped through an entire summer with
whooping-cough. But a sensible and kind-
hearted woman with all that; one of the large
class of women of whom the world knows little,
and hears nothing; who are not remarkable
either for beauty or mental capacity; but who
fill their own position in the world better than
a Lady Blessington or a Madame de Sta&l could
do it for them; who live a life all pure and
blameless in the domestic relations, and who at
.ast go down to the grave leaving in the hearts
of their children a good example and a fragrant
memory.

In her own way, too, Mrs. Marks was a good
business-woman; and the only time in her life
that she had acted without due foresight and
deliberation was in the matter of engaging a
governess for her children. She had accom-

panied her husband on a short business-visit to
Charleston some two years previous to this
autumn evening, and while there met Katharine
Tresham.

The young foreigner, who had but lately land.
ed, was entirely alone in the strange city; and
something in her refined, ladylike appearance,
together with her deep-mourning dress, touched
the kind heart of the elder woman. They were
boarders in the same house, and, when she
heard that Katharine was anxious to procure a
situation as teacher; that she could give good
English and West-Indian references, and that
she would much prefer the country to any city as
a residence, Mrs, Marks’s mind was at once made
up. She did not even wait to consult her hus-
band; she made her an offer on the spot, and it
was gratefully accepted.

“Indeed, my dear, I could not help it!” she
afterward humbly confided to her lord. It
seemed go pitiful to see such a pretty young
thing entirely alone; and then, you know, the
children learn nothing at all at school. You
said yourself that Mr. Watson was good for
nothing but to drink whiskey and pay attention
to Lucy Smith.”

“I did say so,” Mr. Marks replied, “ but are
you sure, Bessie, that your new friend will be
worth much more? I don’t mean, of course,
that she will drink whiskey or pay attention to
Lucy Smith ; but, after all, there may be worse
things than that. What does she engage to
teach the children, and what are her terms ?

“She engages to teach the children—well,
every thing that is usually taught, I suppose,”
answered Mrs. Marks, a little vaguely; “and,
as to her terms, she does not seem to know very
much about them herself. She taught one year
in England, and rececived forty pounds—that is
all she knows.” :

**Why, that is a little less than two hundred
dollars,” said Mr. Marks, opening his honest
eyes. ‘‘Teachers must be plenty over there at
that rate. Poor thing! I'll tell you what we'll
do, Bessie. She s a nice-looking girl, and
there’ll be no harm in trying her. We will
offer her four hundred dollars, and take her for
one year.”

So it was settled; and so Katharine Tresham
came to Lagrange.

At the end of the year her employers re-
quested her to rethain, and Mr. Marks voluntarily
raised her salary. The children had improved
s0 rapidly that Mr. Watson would not have
recognized his quondam pupils ; and the bright,
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even temper of the young governess made her
presence in the house a kind of moral sunshine,
Altogether, as Mrs, Marks was accustomed to
declare, she could not have been so exactly
suited by anybody else in the world; and she
would have had no possible fault to find with
Miss Tresham if—there is an if to every thing
earthly—she had been an orthodox member of
that religious denomination to which Mrs. Marks
berself belonged. But, dreadful to relate, Miss
Tresham was that strange off-shoot of iniquity,
in the eyes of Tallahoma, a blind and bigoted
Papist. She had given Mrs. Marks fair warning
of that fact before their engagement was con-
cluded.

“There is one thing I must mention,” she
said. “I am a Catholic. I know that most
Protestants are very much prejudiced against
the faith, and don’t care to admit Catholics into
their households. If this is the case with your-
gelf, we will not say any thing more about the
proposed engagement.”

But Mrs. Marks, although very much stag-
gered by the information, replied:

“My dear, I don’t see that it makes any dif-
ference. You will be uncomfortable, I am afraid,
for there is no Romish church in Tallahoma;
but, as far as I am concerned, I—I suppose we
are all Christians.”

When the young governess followed her noisy
charges into the sitting-room, a pleasant-looking
woman glanced up and smiled from her seat by
the work-table, while a much older man, with
gray hair and frank blue eyes, gave her a hearty
greeting.

‘“Good-evening, Miss Tresham. How do you
and the little ones come on ?—Well, Nelly, can
you spell ¢ab,’ yet ?”

“Spell it, Nelly, for your father,” said Miss
Tresham, smiling. “She knew it to-day, sir;
but I am afraid that hanging head doesn't say
much for her recollection of it now.”

“ Speak up, little woman,” said her father,
lifting the shame-faced scholar fo a place on his
knee., ‘“Speak up—and I'll give you a six-
pence.”

But bashfulness or ignorance continuing to
hold the little woman’s tongue, Jack and Katy,
tempted by the promise of the sixpence, burst
out with the spelling of the word desired, and
were rewarded by being informed that the offer
was not intended for irregular claimants.

“I tell you what I will do, though,” said the
indulgent father, seeing the disappointment legi-
ble on their faces, ‘Nelly must have her six-

pence—but another shall be found for the first
one who brings me the mail from your Uncle
John’s coat-pocket.”

“Is this mail-day ?” asked Katharine, look-
ing up. “Then why did you not bring it your-
gelf, sir ?

“ Because I have been in the country on busi-
ness, and didn’t come through town on my way
home,” answered Mr. Marks, good-humoredly.
“I wish Warwick would come along ! I want my
papers—and I expect you want your letters, Miss
Kate.”

“Letters!” the governess repeated. “I
thought you knew that I never receive any let-
ters. There is nobody that I care to hear from.,
Indeed, the worst luck that could befall me would
be a letter—unless it came from Father Martin.”

Father Martin was the priest of Saxford, a
somewhat larger town than Tallahoma, boasting
a small Catholic chapel, to which she went occa-
sionally for ghostly shriving—and it was cer-
tainly true that his rare letters were the only
ones that had ever come to Katharine Tresham,
since she first set foot on the soil of America,
Nor did she ever write any that were not ad-
dressed to him, She seemed to have severed
every link that bound her to her former life,
and, save in a few general particulars, her pres-
ent friends knew no more of that life than if
she had not broken their bread for the period of
two years.

“John is very late to-night,” said Mrs. Marks,
glancing up at the clock, as if it was its fault that
the waffles were burning in the kitchen. “IX
really think we need not wait for him any longer.
Some troublcsome man has kept him, and he al-
ways begs me not to wait.—Sara, go to the door
and tell Judy to send in supper.”

Sara obeyed ; and, the next minute, two mu-
latto boys began bringing in plates of biscuit and
waffles. Then came some broiled partridges, the
tempting odor of which caused Mr. Marks to look
round with interest.

“By George! that is delightful to a hungry
man! Where did you get such fine birds, Bes-
sie?”

“They were brought this morning, with Mr.
Annesley’s compliments,” answered Mrs, Marks,
rising and going to the head of the table. ‘ Sent
to me, the boy said—you have forgotten the
cream, Tom-—but I expect Miss Katharine
knows more about them than I do.”

Miss Katharine smiled slightly, but without
the least tincture of embarrassment. ‘How
could I possibly know about them?” she
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asked. “I saw Mr. Annesley this afternoon—
did I tell you that he gave Katy a ride ?—but
I assure you he did not hint that even one of
the partridges was intended for me. You will
spare me one, though—won’t you, Mr. Marks ?

In the clatter of piates and knives which fol-
lowed, a step crossing the piazza outside was un-
heard ; and when the door suddenly opened, Katy
was the first one to observeit. She sprang for-
ward with a cry of * Uncle John!”—a ery the
eagerness of which was more for the letters in
Uncle John’s pocket, and the promised sixpence
from her father, than for the every-day presence
of Uncle John himself.

The new-comer surrendered the letters to the
quick little fingers that dived at once into his
pocket, watched the payment of the sixpence,
with a smile, and then walked to the fireplace
and sat down, while Mrs. Marks sent out a requi-
sition for hot coffee.

¢ Never mind about that, Bessie,” he said, in
rather a tired tone, * What is on the table will
do well enough. I only want to get a little warm
before moving again—it is quite cool to-night.”

“What on earth made you so late?” asked
his sister.

¢ Business,” answeggd Mr. Warwick, briefly.
Then he sank back into his chair, and into
silence.

It was not an ordinary face, by any means,
across which the fire-light played so fitfully—no
more an ordinary face than John Warwick was
an ordinary man. There was little beauty in it;
and that little was more the beauty of expression
than of feature; not much grace of outline or
delicacy of coloring. But there was force of
will and power of thought; there was a keen
habit of observation, and sometimes there was
an almost womanly gentleness—the latter not
habitual nor often to be seen, but coming occa-
sionally to melt the eyes and soften the mouth,
around which some hard lines lay dormant. Take
it all in all, a face 8o full of moral and intellectual
strength that the wonder grew how this man could
possibly be brother to the pretty commonplace
woman who sat at the head of Richard Marks’s
table. Yet her brother he undoubtedly was;
and, if Mrs. Marks loved her husband with all
her heart, she certainly reverenced her brother
with all her soul—for in him all the gentleman-
hood of the father stood confessed, without the
father’s weakness or the father’s vice. He it
was who had raised their name from the mire
where it had fallen, and given it once more an
honorable rank, He it was who had claimed his
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birthright of gocial position, and placed his foot,
when that foot was yet young, upon the place his
father had forfeited. Men already forgot the
poor drunkard who had ruined others as well as
himself, and only remembered that ¢ Mr. War-
wick is decidedly our most rising lawyer.” In-
deed, they had long since begun to be very proud
of him in Lagrange, to put him forward on all
public occasions, and prophesy great future ad-
vancement for him.

The hot coffee came, and Mrs. Marks an-
nounced its arrival to her brother; but he did
not move. He secmed, indeed, so deeply sunk
in thought as not to hear her; and it was Mr
Marks’s brisk tones that roused him at last.

“What's the matter, Warwick, that you sit
there staring in the fire, instead of coming to
supper? I hope you haven’t heard bad news of
any kind ?

“Bad news!” repcated Mr. Warwick, look-
ing up with a start. “Why, of course not.—
Did you say the coffee was ready, Bessie? I beg
your pardon, but I did not hear yon.”

He rose as he spoke and came to the table.
The light thus falling for the first time upon his
face, some change there attracted the attention
even of the children.

 Unky, you've got a bad headache, haven't
you ?” inquired womanly little Sara, by whom he
sat down.

*Unky, Jack says you’ve seen a ghost!”
cried Katy, with her mouth full, despite an
angry *You hush!” and a push under the table
from Jack.

And Mrs. Marks herself said,  What is the
matter, John? You look pale.”

“ Nothing is the matter, excepting that I have
had a hard day’s work, and am tired,” he an-
swered. Then, catching the gaze of a pair of
eyes opposite him, he added, “Do I look so
shockingly, Miss Tresbham, as to merit all
this ?

“You look as if your day’s work had been
a very hard one,” said Miss Tresham. ¢‘ That is
all, I think.”

“I don’t know,” said his sister, doubtfully.
*“ John, are you certain that is all ?”

“Not quite,” he answered, with a flitting
smile. ‘“Jack was right in his conjecture—I
have secn a ghost.”

¢ A ghost!”

‘“ A ghost, Betsie. As veritable a ghost as
ever came out of a church-yard.”

“My dear John, please recollect that I don’t
like such things talked of before the children.”
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“Oh, there is no rawhead and bloody bones
m this,” said Mr. Warwiek, glancing round at the
various pairs of eyes that stared at him from over
various mugs of bread and milk. “The ghost
was not even dressed in white, Katy—what do
you think of that?”

¢ Oh, it wasn’t a real ghost, then,” said Katy,
breathlessly.

“Yes it was, though.—Come, Marks, put
down your paper, and guess whose ghost I saw
this afternoon.”

Mr. Marks laid down his paper as requested ;
but confessed himself unable to imagine, unless
(with a sly glanee at ‘the children) it was that
of old Mrs, Packham, who was buried about a
fortnight before.

But Mr. Warwick shook his head. It was
not old Mrs. Packham, he said; but somebody
who had gone away at least twenty years be-
fore; somebody whom they all had known.
And then he told his sister to guess. Where-
upon, after mueh consideration, Mrs. Marks in.
quired if it could possibly have been that wild
son of old Joe Williams, who ran away ever 8o
many years ago, and had never been heard of
gince. At which Mr. Warwick shook his head
yet more impatiently.

“ Then tell us who it was,” said she.

And Katharine was struck by a husky tone
in the lawyer’s voice, as he answered—

I have seen Pauline Morton ! ”

CHAPTER III.
PAULINE MORTON,

Ir Mr. Warwick had announced the entire
destruction of Tallahoma and all its inhabitants
by an earthquake, there scarcely ecould have en-
sued a more astonished pause than followed the
utterance of that name. For the full space of a
minute, an entire silence reigned around the
table—a silence which Mrs, Marks was, of
course, the first to break.

“You have seen Pauline Morton, John ?

“Yes,” answered he, laconically.

“Is she in town ?”

“She was in town, or else I could not have
seen her.”

“But, bless my soul!” cried Mr. Marks,
“where did she come from, Warwick ?—when
did you see her?”

“ Of eourse she eame from Europe. Isaw her
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as she passed through Tallahoma, this afternoon,
late.”

“Well, tell us all about it,” cried his sister,
a little impatient at these brief replies. * What
is the use of doling out news like this? Tell us
how she looked, and what she said, and where she
is going, and what she means by coming back
here?”

“Did you happen to see a travelling-carriage
pass here about dusk, laden with trunks, dogs,
and monkeys ? "

At this question there rose a shout from
the children—the eager little pitchers, whose
eyes and ears were open to all that was going
on.

“We did! Uncle John, we did!
ty lady, and a little boy in it, too.”

“Yes,” said Unele John, quietly. *That
was Pauline Morton, on her way to Morton
House.”

“To Morton House?” repeated Mr. Marks,
“Then Shields, at least, must have known that
she was coming.”

Again Mr. Warwick shook his head. *No.
Shields was in my office this morning about that
business of a trespass on the land; and I will
answer for it that he had as little idea of seeing
the owner of the land as you or I might have
had. Besides, she told me that she had not an-
nounced her eoming to any one.”

“And yet you say she went to Morton
Housge ?”

“Straight to Morton House.—Heaven help
poor Shields’s brain this night { *

*Surely you must have mistaken,” urged Mr,
Marks. “Surely she went to Annesdale—her
own first cousin’s, you know.”

Mr. Warwick shrugged his shoulders. I
should think you would remember how little
love there was between her and her first eousin,
of old.”

“T remember,” cried Mrs, Marks, “and I am
sure that Pauline Morton would never go unin-
vited to Mrs. Annesley’s house. But oh, John,
she eould not have gone to Morton House to stay
to-night —why, think of those beds that nobody
has slept in for twenty years!”

“Twenty years or not, she meant to do it;
and I don’t think there’s a doubt but that she
has done it. Twenty years! Can it be really
twenty years since she went away, Bessie ?

“Twenty years thiz past summer,” said Mrs,
Marks, decidedly. ‘I remember the very day.
Did her brother come back, John ?—and surely
her husband is with her?”

And a pret-



12 MORTON

“ Iler prother, she tells me, is dead. She did
not mention her husbaud; but I judge that she
is a widow.”

* And she came alone?”

“With the exception of a child and a ser-
vant, quite alone.”

“Her brother dead!” repeated Mr. Marks,
whose somewhat slow ears this last item had
just reached. ‘There must be some mistake
about that, John—you must have misunderstood
her, or his death has happened very lately. It
is not more than a few weeks since Shields
showed me a letter he had just received from
him.”

“I only know that she is in deep mourning,”
Mr. Warwick answered; “and that, when I
glanced at her dress, she said—or, if she didn’t
say, she intimated—that it was for her brother
she was wearing it."”

It is very strange,” said Mr. Marks, reflect-
ively. *He must have dropped off like his Uncle
Paul; for all the rest of the Mortons that ever
I heard of were very long-lived people. She did
not mention his complaint, did she?”

“No. She said very little—in fact, I saw
her for a few minutes only.”

“But her looks, John!” cried Mrs. Marks,
with a woman’s curiosity on this impertant sub-
ject. *Is she as handsome as ever?””

“How do most women look, Bessie, when
a gap of twenty years separates them from
youth ?

“Why, rather the worse for wear,” answered
Mrs. Marks, with a glance toward her own face,
as reflected in the burnished coffee-pot. ‘But
I cannot imagine Pauline Morton any less beau-
tiful than when I saw her last.”

“You had better not see her again, then.”

¢ Has she changed so dreadfully ?”

“She is the wreck—the ghost, as I told the
children—of her former self.”

““Dear, dear! to think of it!
been married, has she not?”

¢ Certainly. I told you she had a child with
her.”

* And whom did she marry? You know there
were all sorts of reports at the time—people said
she had married a count, or some such person.”

“ Which was ag true as reports generally are.
Pauline Morton has come back as Mrs. Gordon.”

“Mrs, what?”

“ Gordon. Did you ever hear the name be-
fore—in connection with her, I mean?”

“ Never!” cried Mrs. Marks, with a decision
which rather surpriscd the governess, sitting by

But she Aas
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in profound ignorance of the sabject under dis
cussion. “I heard that she had married some
nobleman, and that she lived in Europe in grand
style; and—and—for her to come back like this,
to a place she always hated! Oh, John, I don’t
believeit!”

“That’s just as you please,” Mr. Warwick
answered, rising and walking to the fire. *1
assure you, I have the name on her own author-
ity ; and, as for those ridiculous stories of counts
and the like, of course no sensible person ever
credited them. I remember hearing that she
had married an officer in the English army ; and,
no doubt, this is, or was, the man.—Miss Tresh-
am, did you see the carriage this afternoon ?”

“Yes; and the lady also,” Katharine an-
swered. ‘I had only a glimpse of her face, but
it struck me very much. Does she belong to the
Morton House where the children and I go to
walk almost every evening ?”

“Morton House belongs to her,” Mr. Marks
answered, dryly. “I am afraid, if she has come
back for good, your walks are at an end, Miss
Kate.”

“Oh1” cried the children, in chorus, “Can’t
we go to Morton House any more, and make
Ponto chase rabbits in the garden? Oh, papa,
why not?”

“Don’t you hear why not?” asked Mrs,
Marks, & little sharply—‘‘don’t you hear that
the person who owns Morton House has come
back toliveinit? Now hush—or I will call Letty
and send you straight to bed —John, dear, you
haven’t told us yet where you met—Mrs. Gor-
don.”

“Haven't I?” said Mr. Warwick, a little
wearily—he was evidently tired of the subject
that was still so absorbing to his sister. “ Well,
it is not much to tell, Bessie. I left my office
at dusk, this evening, and was on my way to the
post-office to get the mail, when the carriage of
which I spoke came down the street. I glanced
at it a little curiously, wondering where it was
going at that time of day, when a face, that I
should have recognized among a thousand, looked
out, and made a sign to the driver to stop. Be-
fore I knew what I was about, I was shaking
hands with Pauline Morton.”

He paused, with a half smile at the expression
of eager interest on his sister's face; but, not-
withstanding the smile, more than one of his
hearers noticeq that it cost him an cffort to re-
sume. %

“The first thing I remember was her saying,
‘ How changed you are! And I looked at her,
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and answered, ‘I am sure I cannot be more
thanged than you are.””’

“Why, John!” cried Mrs. Marks, reproach-
fully.

“You think that was rather plain speaking?
1 thought so myself when it was too late to recall
the words. But she did not seem offended by my
candor. She only smiled a little, and said, ¢ Yes,
I am very much changed-—you will believe that
when 1 tell you that I have come back to Morton
to live” I don’t know what I said—something
about my surprise, probably ; for I was sur-
prised, as you may well imagine—but she re-
peated the statement, and then, noticing that I
looked at her black dress, she added: ‘My poor
brother —you see I am all alone in the world.’
‘Excepting,’ said I, glancing at the child oppo-
gite. ‘Yes,” she answered, quietly, ‘excepting
him.” Then she told him to shake hands with
one of his mother’s 0ld friends; and the boy, who
is a splendid-looking little fellow, held out his
hand at once, and spoke to me—no hanging of
the head, and putting the finger in the mouth,
Dick. After a few more words, his mother said
they must go on, as she wished to reach Morton
House before night. So she held out her hand,
saying she would be glad to see me; and you will
be shocked to hear, Bessie, that, in responding
to the invitation, I called her Miss Morton.”

“ Good gracions !

¢TIt was very thoughtless, and, of course, I
began a hasty apology, being more annoyed at
my awkward mistake from perceiving the effect
which it produced upon her. First she flushed,
and then she turned so pale that for a minute I
thought she was going to faint. But she only
gasped for breath a little, and cut short my apol-
ogy by saying: ‘There is nothing to excuse. I
am very foolish; but it has been a long time
since I heard that name, and it brought back
8o many recollections—just here. I am Mrs,
Gordon now.! Then she drove off. And now
that you have heard all that I know myself,
Bessie, I hope you have no objection to my going
out on the piazza to smoke a cigar.”

Mrs. Marks would willingly have detained
him for the purpose of further questioning ; but
she had an instinct that it would be useless. So
she only watched him as he left the room, and
then turned to her husband.

“ You laughed at me several years ago, Rich-
ard, when I said that I did not believe John
would ever forget Pauline Morton. Pray what
do you say now ? ”

“ Why, exactly what I said then,” answered
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Mr. Marks, looking up from the paper which he
thought he should never be left to read in peace.
*I say that Warwick is much too sensible a man
to be hankering after a woman he was in love
with more than twenty years ago; and that—"

Oh, my dear, hush a moment |-—Miss Tresh-
am, will you touch the bell for Letty 2—Now,
children, say good-night to your father, and go
to bed; it is after eight o’clock.”

The children were evidently well drilled.
They were dying to hear what was next to be
said ; but they went through the good-night cere-
mony, and filed off obediently, when a tall negro-
woman, in a bright red-and-yellow turban, ap-
peared at the door. It is true, there was a riot
in the nursery that night; but no sound of it
reached the precincts from which the young in-
surgents had been banished, for Letty was quite
equal to the emergency herself, without invoking
aid from the higher powers.

Meanwhile Mr. Marks obstinately declined to
canvass any further either the arrival of Pauline
Morton er the state of Mr. Warwick’s affections
—at least nntil he had finished that article from
which he had several times been so ruthlessly
torn.

*“Those subjects will keep for some night
when I haven’t got any papers, Bessie,” he said,
to his wife’s infinite indignation—an indignation
which she forthwith manifested by taking herself
and her sewing over to Miss Tresham’s side.

“You never heard much about the Mortons,
did you, my dear?” she asked, after admiring
the pretty braiding that Katharine was putting
on an apron for Nelly.

I never heard any thing,” the young govern-
ess answered, “excepting that they owned Mor-
ton House and lived abroad.”

“Ah!” said Mrs. Marks, with something of a
sigh ; *people don’t talk much about things that
happened twenty years ago. But oh, my dear, if
you could only have seen Morton House when
the Mortons lived there, and when Pauline was
in her prime! Such troops of servants as they
had ! such splendid horses! such furniture and
such grounds! Why, you can see for your-
self, even now, how magnificent the grounds
were "

“They must have been very beautiful when
they were kept up,” said Katharine, “and they
are certainly very extensive.”

“T should think so, indeed! Why, there
used to be fifteen acres in gardens alone! I re-
member, when I was a girl, going to a camp-
meeting once, where one of the preachers said
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that the best idea of heaven he could give was
that it would be even more beautiful than the
grounds of Morton House.”

“Why did its owners leave it ? ”

“ Ah, you may well ask! But it was all Pau-
line’s fault. She was so beantiful and so proud
that she scorned everybody and every thing here.
She was never satisfied unless the house was
full of strange company from the cities, and at
last she told her parents that she would rather
die than live in the backwoods. So her parents,
who would have tried to get the stars for her
if she had wanted them, left their beautiful home
and went to Europe—never to come back, as it
turned out.”

“ Did none of them ever come back ?”’ asked
Katharine, becoming rather interested.

*None of them ever came back—auntil to-
day. There was a young brother—only one—
who grew up in Europe; and I have heard that
he laughed at the idea of returning to America
to live. He must have spent money at a dreadful
rate after his father’s death; for Mr. Shields told
John that the erops were always mortgaged be-
fore they went into market, and we heard, not
long ago, that the house itself was to be sold.
If that had been the case, I expect Mr. Annes-
ley would have bought it.”

“Why? Ishe—"

“A relation? Obh, yes. His mother was a
Morton, and as handsome and proud as all the
rest of them. She was poor, though, for her
father squandered every cent he had. But her
uncle always treated her exactly as his own
daughter, and people say he settled a very good
sum on her when she married. She and Pauline
were raised together like sisters; but they never
liked each other. I don't know which was in
fault; but they made no secret of the matter.
Yor my part, I rather took Pauline’s side, though
most people were on Elinor’s; but Pauline was
very generous, with all her pride, and I don’t
think she ever made her cousin feel her depend-
ence. They even say that Mr. Anncsley was
Pauline’s admirer, and only went over to Elinor
after he was rejeeted. Then there’'s—O John,
how you startled me!”

“I am very sorry,” said Mr. Warwick, who
had come in upon them unawares; “but I have
been waiting some time for a chance to speak,
and, as you seemed determined not to give me
one, I was obliged to take it.—Miss Tresham, I
wonder if you will excuse me when I tell you
that I have jnst found a letter of yours in my
pocket, which wus left there throagh the joint
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carelessness of Katy and myself, and might have
been lost ?

The girl looked up at him wonderingly.

‘¢ A letter for me, Mr. Warwick? You must
be mistaken.”

“ How often am I to hear that to-night?" he
asked, smiling. “TI think, if you will look at this
address, you will acknowledge that, with all my
stupidity, I have hardly made a mistake.”

He laid a letter down on the table bhefore
Katharine, who either would not or could not
hold out her hand to receive it—a letter written
on thin foreign paper, stamped with a foreign
post-mark, and bearing her own name in clear,
legible address.

Not so clear and legible, however, but that
it swam before her eyes as she bent over it; and
John Warwick was startled by the pallor of the
face that raised itself, and by the anguish-stricken
tone of the voice that cried out, as if unconscious-
ly:

 Oh, if you had but lost it! if you bad but
lost it!”

CHAPTER 1IV.
WHAT MRS. ANNESLEY DID.

It would be difficult to exaggerate the excite-
ment prevailing in Tallahoma—Tallahoma, which
was very stagnant just at that time, for want of
something to talk about, and whieh was blessed
beyond its most sanguine expectations in the ar-
rival of Mrs. Gordon. The news of that arrival
spread rapidly through the village; and, while
Mr. Warwick was telling his story at the Marks's
tea-table, it would be hard to say how many
other’ tea-tables were entertained by different
renditions of the same facts. True, there was
a very general and unsatisfactory haziness con-
eerning the why and wherefore that had brought
back the wandcrer’s steps, eoncerning her inten-
tions, or even her appearance. But, then, these
things promised an abundant harvest of gossip
for the future; and all-absorbing for to-night
wags the simple fact that Pauline Morton had re-
turned.

But on the morrow, after there was time for
refleetion, after the news had spread through the
county, after the first shock of surprise was over,
and people lookdd-each other gravely in the face,
they began to ask, How had she returned ?

The answer was not long in coming. She
had gone away in the flush of her youth and
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»eauty, guarded by her parents, and with all the
pomp of style and attendance whieh wealth eould
seeure. She returned alone and unattended,
with no husband to guardsno brother to pro-
tect, no friend to vouch for her—no word of
warning, no single order of preparation! She
came to her childhood’s home and her child-
300d’s friends with no pleasant stir and bustle
of happy arrival, but silently and unexpeetedly,
more like an outeast seeking shelter than a
daughter claiming her rightful heritage. Other
people besides Mrs. Marks remembered when the
Mortons had gone away, and, contrasting that
departure with this return, almost involuntarily
shook their heads. The first impulse of the
world is always to distrust mystery. *Some-
thing is wroung,” they said ; and many of them
said it the more readily because Pauline Morton
had been one of those shining marks whieh
envy loves, and beeause in her prond youth she
had rather provoked than coneiliated suech a
feeling.

It is exeeedingly doubtful whether any state
of society has ever existed since “ Adam delved
and Eve span,” when those who were subordi-
nate in the secale of worldly advantage have not
felt a sort of carping dislike, and at times a bit-
ter eumity, toward the few whom chance or for-
«une has elevated above them. We can imagine
now the rabble of Athens spoke of Pericles and
Alcibiades; we can coneeive that hatred which
from first to last the Roman plebeians bore
their patrician masters; we ean guess how bit-
terly the serfs and retainers, the seorned burgh-
ers, and oppressed Jews, spoke in bated whis-
pers of the great feudal lords; we can read how
often and how fiereely the great unknown have
lashed themselves into fury against some elass,
some order, or some individual that birth, me-
rit, or ecircumstance, rendered illustrious; and
we can well believe that the same envy which
we sec manifested in a dozen petty instances
every day, the same envy which was tired of
nearing Aristides called the Just—has been the
great moving spring of many of earth’s revolu-
tions, and is equally the moving spring of half
the ill-nature and mere than half the ill-speaking
of the world. To make a small applieation of a
wide truism, it was eertainly the moving spring
of most of the ebullitions of spiteful spleen in
which for many years Lagrange had permitted
itself to indulge regarding the Mortons. People
more generous, more frank, or more hospitable,
than these Mortous, it would be hard to find;
but they were of good blood, and very proud of
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their descent; they were immensely wealthy, and
spent their wealth liberally. These two facts
were amply suffieient to excite that alloy of
popular dislike whieh otherwise their many good
qualities—qualities that even envy could not deny
—might have disarmed. Not that they were un-
popular in the general sense of the term; not
that men denied their genial uprightness of char-
acter, or failed to respect them as only the honor-
able are respected. But they were too prosper-
ous! The world and the things of the world
went well with them ; Fortune favored them in
all their undertakings, while those who were
less lucky could only look on and wonder why
and how it was. They kept great state, and,
although some of the best blood of the country
was to be found in Lagrange, still there was
no family that quite ranked with the Mortons,
to whose wealth and enterprise Lagrange was
indebted for much of its prosperity. The old-
est and by far the most stately residence of the
county was the house which had been built by
the representative man of the line—one Hugh
Morton of three generations back. The village
of Tallahoma had begun its existence merely as
the post-office of this house; and the same
house had been for many years the centre of
sueh a lavish and refined hospitality that its
reputation spread far and wide throughout the
entire State.

Considering their social importance, then, it
was no wonder that all Lagrange was thrown
into a commotion when it was announeed that
Mr. and Mrs. Morton were going to Europe,
ostensibly for their son’s edueation, but really
to gratify their daughter’s whim—the daughter
who was aceustomed to say that life in America
was worse than death, who panted for the rush
and fever of the Old World as ambitious men
pant for fame, and to whom it was solely due
that her indulgent parents went abroad, leaving
their noble home to pass into decay while they
dwelt in Parisian hotels and Neapolitan villas.
She had the more easily compassed her point be-
cause there was no one of sufficient moral force
to resist her. Some men—most men, in fact—
would have been utterly lost in the dilettante
existence thus forced upon them; but her father
was just the exeeptional man who enjoyed it. If
he had been horn among the lower classes in
Spain or Italy, he would have spent his life on a
door-step basking in the sun; and, as it was, he
spent it in morally doing the same thing. He
was frank and generous to a fault; but he was
intensely indolent, pleasure-loving when the pur.
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snit of pleasure did not involve too much trouble,
and fond of ease and luxury to an almost wom-
anly degree. Mrs. Morton, for her part, was
bound up in her daughter’s wishes and her daugh-
ter's triumphs, with a great sympathy for both,
and a great liking herself for the things that
were so attractive to Pauline. The orlyson was
a mere child, So, with none to put an obstacle
in her path, Pauline’s impetuous will carried the
day. The desire of her heart was granted her,
as the desires of our hearts are rarely granted
to us here on earth ; and, when she took her life
in her own hands and went her way, it was as
some gallant ship sails away from a familiar har-
bor to cruise in unknown seas, where happiness
and fortune may be attainable, but where ship-
wreck and disaster are much more likely to be
encountered.

For some time after the departure of the
voluntary exiles, fragmentary news came back
of their wanderings; of their cordial recognition
by the English relatives they had partly gone to
seek ; of Pauline’s fresh triumphs; and of their
glittering life in foreign cities. DBut all this
was very vaguely told, and soon ceased alto-
gether—fifty years ago the country-districts of
America were farther removed from such scenes
than is the interior of China to-day. Soon all
tidings of the Mortons cecased, and before long
the Mortous themsclves might have been for-
gotten, had not the house which bore their name
and seemed gloomily mourning them, stood as a
perpetual reminder of their existence, Only at
long intervals certain items of intelligence still
gratified the gossips of Lagrange. First came
the tidings of Mr. Morton’s death; then news of
Pauline’s marriage to some one, who was vari-
ously represented of every imaginable national-
ity and rank; and, lastly, the announcement of
her mother’s death. Then silence fell, silence
complete and unbroken, although the county
leader of fashion, handsome Mrs. Annesley, was
first cousin to the surviving brother and sister,
had been reared in their father’s house, and
married from it. But everybody knew that Pau-
line had never liked her cousin, and that it was
a bappy day for both when Edgar Annesley (who
was killed in a duel a few years later) took his
bride from the door of Morton House.

Remembering all these things, a thrill of in-
tense interest and surprise ran through the coun-
ty when Lagrange heard of Pauline Morton’s
return. There was not a family of good rank
within its borders that did not own some con-
nection of blood or ancient friendship with Mor-
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ton; and not a family, therefore, which was n»
personally interested in this unexpected arrival
Still even these people paused and looked at
cach other full of toubt. If Pauline Morton
had come back among them with the state
which, to their imagination, was always asso-
ciated with the name; if she had thrown open
the old hospitable doors, and lighted up once
more thie old hospitable rooms ; if she had bid-
den her friends around her, and asked their wel-
come with the matchless grace they still remem-
bered—they would have been the last people in
the world to question whenece she came, or why
she chose to shroud her past life in mystery.
But the singularity of her course awakened in
them the first chill of suspicion. Why come
back in this way to her own house? Why
write no letters? Why give no warning to the
friends who had a right to know of her inten-
tion? Why ask no aid from their support, she
coming back so strangely alone to claim her old
position ? Why offer no explanation of her mar-
riage and widowhood? Why think that her old
acquaintances would take for granted the twenty
years passed away from them—the twenty years
in which she might have climbed any height, or
plunged into any depth, unknown to them?
Truly it was no wonder that the elders among
them sheok their heads; and truly it did not
look as if Pauline Morton had come back to win
any very warm welcome from her kinsfolk and
friends.

Yet among the former class was one person
at least to whom no neutral position was possi-
ble, one person on whom the burden of positive
action was incumbent, and from whom every
obligation of gratitude that the world counts
binding commanded a speedy and cordial wel-
come to the returned wanderer. This person
was Mrs. Annesley; and yet her worst enemy
—if) indeed, the handsome, charming lady owned
any enemies—could not have contrived for her a
more disagreeable surprise than the news of her
cousin’s arrival proved. When she heard the
particulars of this arrival, she turned very pale ;
and then—went to bed with one of those bad
nervous attacks which always stood her in such
good stead when an unpleasant exertion waa
demanded, or an unpleasant duty was to be per-
formed. She deplored this necessity very pathet-
ically ; and assured the friends who came to sce
her that she was especially sorry because she
could not go at once to meet and welcome * dear
Pauline.” But these friends were by no means
obtuse ; they understood the matter perfectly,
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WHAT MRS. ANNESLEY DID.

and told each other when they went out that it
was evident Mrs, Annesley felt very awkwardly
about meeting her cousin, and that they did not
wonder at it.

It is unfortunate that I should be ill just at
¢his time,” Mrs. Annesley said to her daughter,
Mrs. French—a pretty, fashionable-looking girl
two or three years younger than her brother
Morton, and lately married—on the evening of
the day when these visits had been paid. “I
certainly ought to see Pauline at once, and it is
quite impossible for me to do so. Yet people
will be sure to think it very strange.”

 Mrs. Raynor told me to-day that everybody
18 waiting to see what you mean to do,” Mrs.
French answered. “If I were you, mamma, I
would let them wait. A woman who comes
back like this does not deserve any considera-
tion.”

“I am not thinking of her,” said Mrs.
Annesley, truthfully enough.

Tt was a little before dark, and the mother
and daughter were quite alone in the chamber
of the former. With the outside world it was
still daylight, but here the shades of twilight
had already gathered, deepening in all the nooks
and corners of the room, and only dissipated by
the ruddy glow which a bright wood-fire cast
over the polished furniture and the softly-tinted
walls. On one side of the hearth sat Mrs. An-
nesley in a deep arm-chair. Her cashmere dress-
ing-gown, her dainty lace cap, and her velvet
slippers, were all perfect; for she had made a
tasteful invalid toilet in expectation of those
compassionate visitors who had just departed.
Opposite, and if possible in a still more luxuri-
ous attitude, Mrs. French was sitting—the fire-
light flickering over her silk dress, and glancing
back from her gold chdtelaine. She had been
busy with some netting; but the rose-colored
web had dropped in her lap, her hands were
loosely folded over it, and her eyes were roving
absently from the fire to her mother, and from
her mother to the heavily-draped windows that
commanded a view of the lawn before the house,
and the belt of dark shrubbery beyond. Finally,
ehe said, languidly:

‘It is a good thing that Morton is away.”

“It is a most fortunate thing,” answered
Mrs. Annesley, with energy. ‘ Morton is so
Quixotic in his ideas that thcre really is no
tounting on him, and he is so unfortunately
straightforward that he cannot understand the
dehcate management which some things require.
I am sure he would give me trouble if he were
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here ; so I agree with you, Adela—it is a good
thing that Mr. French wrote for him just now.”

“It will be at least a fortnight before he can
get back,” said Adecla, who had been making
some calculation of time and distance while her
mother spoke, *Perhaps it may be longer, it
Frank decides to come with him, as I hope he
will. Then I shall keep him here until I am
ready to go back to Mobile.”

¢ It is very provoking that you should need
to go back,” said Mrs. Annesley, pettishly. “I
shall never be satisfied until you are settled in
Lagrange. If I could only carry out my plans!

If you could only live here—"

“Frank would never consent to it, mamma,”
interrupted Adela, placidly. ‘“He says, very
truly, that Morton will be marrying some day,
and, of course, bringing his wife here; and,
then, the arrangement would never do.”

¢ Of course, there could be no question of it
under those circumstances—that is, if Morton
decided to make this place his home,” said Mrs.
Annesley. “But that was not my plan, Adela,
ag you very well know.”

“I know you thought of Morton House for
him, and Annesdale for us. That would certain-
ly be very nice. But I suppose we must give up
all hope of it now.”

“That remains to be seen,” answered Mrs.
Annesley, quickly. ‘It is almost beyond pa-
tience,” she went on, ‘“that this woman should
come back now to defeat all my plans. Every -
thing was so well arranged. Alfred Morton was
perfectly willing to sell the house, and Morton
could well afford to give even the exorbitant
price he asked. It is true that for the same
amount he could have bought the finest planta-
tion in the State; but then no other place could
be to him like that — his great-grandfather’s
house. Nobody knows how my heart has al-
ways been set on this. Ever since Morton was
a child, I have counted on seeing him owner of
Morton House. It seemed to me it would even
make amends for all I once endured in that
house, to know that my son was master there.
And now this kind cousin, who always hated
me, has come baek—simply 1o disappoint my
wishes.”

“TIt would be very nice,” said Adela, whose
mind was still bent on the arrangement, as it
affected her own comfort. ‘Frank and I could
settle here, and I need not trouble myself any
more about his disagreeable relations in Mobile
Morton could marry Irene Vernon, and live in
that tumble-down old barn that you have such
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a faney for* and you could have your rooms at
both plaeces, and visit between us, just as you
liked. It is < pity that one of your cousins took
it into his head to die, and the other one to eome
back just now.”

“Gordon !” said Mrs. Annesley, slowly;
“Gordon! I am confident that I once heard
the name of the man Pauline Morton married ;
and, if I eould reeall it now, it might be worth
remembering. I am almost sure—as sure as I
can be of any thing which did not dwell posi-
tively on my mind—that it was not Gordon.”

“ Goodness, mamma! Has she eome back
under a false name ? "

“I am not certain, of course; but my own
impression is that she has. Don’t mention it,
though, Adela. People are talking enough
about her already, and we need not circulate a
fact whieh undoubtedly looks very badly.”

*“You may be sure, mamma, that nobody ever
aets as she is acting without some reason for
it.”

“There is no doubt of that,” answered Mrs.
Annesley, with a sudden flash of something like
triumph in her eyes. “But it does not surprise
me in the least—nothing that I could hear of
ber would surprise me. Iler pride and insolence
were 8o great that they paved a fall for them-
eelves. Times have changed, Adela; you don’t
know how strangely it makes me feel to realize
that twenty-five years ago Pauline Morton was
- the queen of Lagrange, and to-day it is doubtful
whether there is a single person of good position
in the county who will move an inch to welcome
her.”

“Tt all depends on you,” said Adela, in her
languid way. “Mrs. Raynor told me that. She
says that everybody is in doubt what to do, and
they mean to wait and sce how you will act.”

‘ There, again, times have changed,” said
Mrs. Annesley, gazing into the fire *Twenty-
five years ago I was the dependent cousin whoin
Pauline Morton barely tolerated ; and to-day it
seems that here, in her own home, the question
of her social recognition depends on me.”

“It depends on you how people will reeeive
her,” said the matter-of-fact Adela. ‘If I were
you, mamma, I would let her see this, and then
—jyou might perhaps make your own terms, and
get Morton House after all.”

Mrs. Annesley gave her daughter a glanee,
and laughed a little,

“You are tolerably quick-witted, Adela, and
would make a pretty good diplomatist. Certain-
iy, I don’t owe Pauline mucl, ia the way of a
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good turn; and certainly, also, the advantages
of the situation are on my side now. If Morton
is not the owner of Morton House yet, you may
be sure that it will not be my fault, By-the-by,
did Mrs. Raynor tell you any thing of thosa
reports we heard about Pauline several years
ago??”

“Nothing at all, mamma, for she did not
seem to know any thing. She said there had
been reports, but that they were very vague,
and she had never been able to make much out
of them. She said, also, that you would not
speak of them; but she was sure you knew
more about the matter than anybody elge.”

“She is mistaken,” said Mrs. Annesley; “1I
know nothing about it. How or with whom the
reports originated, 1 cannot tell; and, simply be-
cause I did not choose to contradiet them, peo-
ple took it for granted that I believed them
and was well acquainted with all the particu-
lars®

“I expeet you looked as if you believed them.
That is a way you have, mamma.”

“T certainly could not look as if I did not be-
lieve them, when they were so entirely in keeping
with Pauline Morton's character,” answered Mrs,
Annesley, a little coldly. “She was always im-
prudent and reckless to the last degree. If she
has learned wisdom, it has been since she left
Lagrange.—Will you ring the bell there, Adela ?
I must order some chocolate for my supper;
coffce keeps me awake, and is bad for my
nerves.”

The bell was rung; the chocolate was or-
dered; the servant who received the order deliv-
ered a message to Mrs. French about some house-
hold matter which demanded her presence down.
stairs ; and, with the regretful sigh of an indolent
person, the lady tore herself from her comforta-
ble lounging-place, and departed. The door had
scarcely elosed on her, when Mrs. Annesley rose
and walked to the window. The dusk had fallen
by this time, and she eould not do more than dis-
tinguish the outlines of the familiar objects be-
fore her—the piazzas and wings of the house,
the graceful trees and well-trimmed shrubs that
were scattered over the gently-sloping lawn.
Every thing at Annesdale was in the most per-
fect taste; but every thing was undisguisedly
new, and just now Mrs. Annesley's heart was
longing for some‘thing which was old. Ifer hus.
band had begun, and she herself had completed,
the house in which she stood ; yet, charming as
it was in every appliance of luxury and com-

| fort, her perverse fancy went back to the statels
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rooms, dark and mellow with age, where her
youth had been passed. She looked steadfastly
out of the window, over the trees and shrubbery
which her own hand had planted, beyond the
dark woods and hroad fields, until she saw—in
imagination—the noble oaks of Morton Ifouse,
and the tall chimneys, from which, for the first
time in twenty years, the smoke of household
fires was curling upward. Then her brows eon-
tracted in a slight frown—a frown not suffieiently
marked to darken the handsome faee, or give a
severe aspeet to its smooth lines. “Times are
changed,” she said, onee more, but this time
only half aloud. “Will she recognize that as
plainly as I do, I wonder ? Will she see that,
indeed, the advantage is with me now, and that
it is for me to deeide whether Pauline Morton—
the beauty, the heiress, the belle of Lagrange,
twenty-five years ago—shall not be a soeial out-
law in Lagrange to-day? whether, six months
hence, Morton House shall not be in my Morton’s
hands ?

Before long, Mrs. French came back, and
found ber mother sitting as quietly as ever be-
stde the hearth, in the dim, fire-lighted apartment.
The two ladies spent the evening together, and,
when they separated for the night, the last thing
Mrs. Annesley told her daughter was that her in-
convenient illness would at least serve one good
purpose, in enabling her to see what other peo-
ple meant to do in the case of her cousin.

Several days elapsed. Then she found that
Mrs. Raynor was right, and that other people
had made up their minds to the same masterly
po.iey of inaetion whieh she herself had been
praetising. So, urged partly by this faet, and
partly by a growing fear of her son’s return, she
became suddenly convaleseent, thought a drive
might benefit her, and ordered the earriage.

“J won't ask you to accompany me, Adela,”
she said to Mrs. French. “If I should go to
Morton House, the meeting would, of course, be
very painful on both sides, and had better be as
private as possible. Besides, T don’t eare to
draw you into a connection that may prove a
very awkward one. Frank might objeet to it.”

“Frank is not of any importanee,” said
Frank’s wife, carelessly. ¢ But I wouldn’t think
of such a thing as going—not for the world! I
hate disagreeable people, and this Pauline Mor-
ton must be very disagreeable. Don’t tell her I
am here, mamma—I beg you, don’t do that!”

“I am not sure that I shall go to Morton
House,” said Mrs. Annesley. “It depends on
kow I feel,” she added, gravely, as she went
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down the piazza-steps and entered the earriage
which was drawn up before them. ¢ Mrs, Tay-
lor’s, John,” she said to the eoachman, who
stood waiting his orders. And, as the carriage
drove off, Adela, who was still on the piazza,
saw her lean back and put her vinaigrette to her
nostrils,

Her point of destination was not more than
two or three miles from Annesdale; so she had
not time to feel her nerves in any unpleasant
degree before the mettled horses swept up to
a red-brick house, set in the midst of a bright-
green lawn, with a brilliant hedge on either side,
and an ornate fence in front. Here the languid
invalid was warmly welecomed by Mrs. Taylor and
some half-dozen daughters, whose ages ranged
from fifteen to thirty, and whose ugliness was
from comparative to superlative degree. Mrs.
Taylor was a widow ; her daughters were all un-
married ; and, sinee country-life is stagnant at
best, and a large household composed exclusive-
ly of women must certainly bestow its energies
upon some employment, the Taylors, mother and
daughters, were widely famed for devoting them-
selves, like the Athenians of old, to ¢ telling and
hearing something new.” Their house was the
headquarters of all news (reliable or otherwise)
which was afloat in Lagrange, and the mint where
all reports were stamped for current eireulation.
If Mrs. Annesley had wished to put her finger on
the public pulse, and feel how strong or how
feechle were its beats on the Morton question,
she could not have chosen a better plaee for
the purpose.

Perhaps this had been her intention. At all
events, when she left the red-brick mansion be-
hind, and was on the high-road, she gave the
order, “ Morton House.”

——

CHAPTER V.
AFTER TWENTY YEARS.

Harr an hour later, Mrs. Annesley’s footman
was unfastening a large, rusty iron-gate, and
holding it open while the flashing earriage rolled
majestieally through. Then he let the wings fall
together with a lond clang, and Mrs. Annesley
felt that she was within the domain of Morton
House.

It was rather a dreary-looking place into
which she had entered; and none the less dreary
beeause showing evident signs of much by-gone
beauty and care—dreary with a forsaken air
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of negteet under the soft November sky, and
with the mellow glory of the November sun-
shine streaming upon it. In all Indian-sumamer
weather, there is a pathos of intangible sadness
—even on the bright road, and under its glorious
golden woods this was sensibly to be felt; but
here it deepened into something almost approach-
ing pain, something which even a nature as
wholly prosaie as Mrs. Annesley’s could not but
feel. ¢ One might believe it was a graveyard,”
she thought to herself, as her eye swept over the
broad, park-like extent around her. A sudden
break in the closely-planted trees of the avenue
spread a fair picture before her cyes—a picture
fair in its decay. True, the noble lawn was
thiekly strewed with the fallen and mouldering
leaves of many autumns, and the once magnifi-
cent shrubbery, which on the south side stretehed
away into far-reaching gardens, was now little
more than an overgrown wilderness. But there
was an almost regal air of space spread over all;
and even negleet could not entirely destroy the
matehless landscape gardening that had once
been displayed here—the artistic grouping of
trees and shrubs, the forest vistas, and the en-
ehanting vieissitudes of light and shadow so skil-
fully blent and arranged. The avenue was at
least a mile in length, and led almost directly
to a broad, green terrace, which extended around
the house, and from whieh stone steps descended
to the drive below. The house itself was now in
sight—old, large, brown, and weather-beaten.
Yet, notwithstanding all the dreariness of fall-
ing shutters and rotting roof, there was some-
thing about it which made it not difficult to
believe that it had once been the gayest and
most hospitable dwelling in the county—a some-
thing whieh had survived all the long twenty
years when no fect had crossed its threshold
save those of the servants, who onece every six
months opened the windows and let God’s sun-
shine stream for a brief space into the darkened
chambers !—the twenty years when no house-
hold-fires had blazed on the cold hearths, when
no master’s voice or mistress’s laughter, or chil-
dren’s merry tones, had sounded along its gal-
leries, or broken the silence of its deserted
rooms,

“There only need a few repairs to make it
again the most beautiful place in all the county,”
Mrs. Annesley said to herself, as she leaned for-
ward for a better view of the house, whieh she
was now rapidly approaching—the house that
had sheltered her childhocd and youth, and from
which her husband had taken her a bride. And,
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as she bent forward in the bright sunshine, and
looked at the dark old front, with its lofty stone
portico, a sudden vision seemed to rise before
her—a vision of a royal-looking girl, with a face
that was brilliant as an oleander blossom, with
hair that seemed to have caught the sunshine or
every thread, with eyes of matehless splendor,
with the profile of a Greek ecameo, and the bear-
ing of a Greek goddess. She saw this lovely
vision standing where Pauline Morton so often
had stood, just within the shadow of the aiched
door-way, wearing the fresh-flowing muslin that
Pauline Morton so often had worn, and turning
as if to greet her with the winning smile she had
secn so often on Pauline Morton’s lip. It was
only a moment that this picture of the past stood
framed there; but so vivid was it that Mrs. An-
nesley almost seemed to look through the open
doors behind, and see the sunshine of long ago
falling on the tessellated floor of the wide, ool
hall—almost seemed to see the servants passing
up and down the broad staircase, the gay faces
at the drawing-room windows, and all the life,
the stir, the bustle, so long since fled forever.
It was only for one moment; the next, the yel-
low sunshine slept as peacefully as before on the
closed door and vacant step.

But the past had not come back in vain even
to this woman’s selfish heart, and, for a few min-
utes, she wavered in the purpose which had
brought her there. For a few minutes, she re-
membered how long that roof had sheltered her,
how eonstant had been the kindness, how lavish
the generosity she had received there; she re-
membered the dead who had befriended her, and,
for onee, the ingratitude she was meditating rose
up to reproach her. Then her son’s handsome
face and gallant presence seemed also to appear
on that threshold where she had so long hoped
to see him master; and the mother’s heart
steeled itself again. ‘Tt is for him,” she mur.
mured ; “and I should not hesitate at any thing,
however painful, to serve his interest. Besides,
it will depend upon herself—that is the only
light in which to look at it. It will depend upon
herself; and any one else in my place would act
as I must do.”

As if to give emphasis to her concluding
words, the carriage at that moment drew up
before the terrace-steps, and the footman was
on the ground lowering the steps, and ready to
guard his mistregs’s dress from any contaet with
the dusty wheels.” It was too late to retreat,
even if Mrs. Annesley had felt inelined for any
thing so reercant. But she alighted at once
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ascended the steps and crossed the, terrace, her
ample skirts sweeping grandly over the neglect-
ed walks; entered the portico, and, finding the
door-bell gone, gave a summons with her para-
gol on the panel. She was forced to repeat it
more than once before the door opened, creaking
a sullen protest on its rusty hinges, and a gray-
haired servant appeared. He looked a little
doubtfully at the lady standing before him, shad-
ing his eyes with one hand, for the sunmlight
streamed full in his face; but she smiled at
once in cordial recognition.

“Why, Harrison, is it you?” she said.
“ And so you are back in the old place. How
are you?”

“Qh, it’s Miss Elinor! I beg your pardon,
ma’am, but I didn’t know you at first,” the old
man answered, as he took the delicately-gloved
hand she extended, in the momentary clasp of
his horny black one. ‘ Yes'm, I'm back. Miss
Pauline said as how she would rather see the old
faces about her than any new ongs, Miss Eli-
nor.”

Miss Elinor! Yes, she was “Miss Elinor”
yet, to these old servants of her uncle’s house-
hold; and, although she often met them, and
heard the name, it had never brought back the
memory of her youth as it did now, when she
was standing at the door of Morton House, and
heard it from the lips that had repeated to her
the messages of friends and admirers in the days
gone by.

“ And Pauline ? ” she said, eagerly. ‘I have
becn sick, Harrison, or I should have been to see
her before this. Ilow is she?”

larrison shook his head.

“You'll see for yourself, Miss Elinor,” he
answered; “and I’m afraid you'll be shocked,
ma’am. But I'm glad you’ve come—mebbe
you’ll cheer her up a little.”

“Does she need cheering? Is she sick ?”

“Qh, no, ma'am, not sick, but so changed
like. It was an awful shock to me, ma'am. I'd
never a-known Miss Pauline.”

“I am changed too, Harrison.
change in twenty years.”

Harrison shook his head again.
her,” he said—*not like her.”

Then he led the way across the hall) threw
open the drawing-room door, with something of
his old formality; said, ¢ Walk in, ma’am,” quite
grandly, and, after Mrs. Annesley had walked in,
shut the door, and left her alone with the chill
and the darkness—for it was both chill and
dark after the glowing softness of the outer air.

We all

“ Not like
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Standing where she had been left, the lady
looked round aud shivered, as if with a sudden
ague. This was one of the suite of reception.
rooms, which she well remembered—the first one
looking to the front—but the curtains were looped
back from the arch that divided it from the ad-
joining apartment; and, when her eyes grew ac-
customed to the dim light, she gazed straight into
the room where she had been married—straight
at the very table near which she had stood, and
at the very pattern of the carpet which she had
traced with her downcast eyes while the cere-
mony proceeded. Nay, not more than a few
steps from her, was the sofa upon which she
sat when Edgar Annesley asked her to be his
wife, and told her, in his frank, honorable way,
that, although he could never love her as he had
once loved her cousin, yet he would be to her a
true and tender husband. There was the piano
on which she had so often played duets with
Pauline—there was her aunt’s favorite chair;
and there her uncle’s whist-table. Turn where
she would, some memory of the past assailed
her; and exclaiming impatiently, “It is worse
than meeting a procession of ghosts!” she sud-
denly crossed the room, and threw open an end
window. The sunshine streamed in as if glad
of an entrance; and then she perccived the rav-
ages of time—the mildewed walls, the moth-
eaten furniture, the faded curtains. “Repairs
are necded worse than I thought,” she said, half
aloud; and, as she said it, she fell to thinking
how well these lofty rooms would look newly
fitted ; how admirably a rich deep green would
do for the one in which she stood; and how well
green became the blond beauty of Irene Vernon
—the girl of all others whom she most wished to
see her son’s wife. She was so engrossed by
these fancies, that the opening of the door did
not rouse her, standing as she was with her
back to it; neither did a quiet step which crossed
the apartment ; and it was not until a light toueh
fell on her arm, that she started, turned, and
stood face to face with the cousin from whom
she had parted twenty years before.

They stood and looked at each other—nueither
speaking for a moment. They had lived together
in the past as intimately as sisters ; but neither
of them had ever entertained a sister’s regard for
the other. Therefore, they felt no affeetionate
impulse to rush into each other’s arms; and,
honest in the present as in the past, they did not
feign it. They did not break into any noisy
greetings, or take refuge in the commonplaces
of ordinary welcome; they did not even shake
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bands—they only stood and looked at the faces
over which twenty years had passed.

A greater contrast than these two faces pre-
sented it would be hard to imaginc—one so hand-
some and well preserved, so smooth of skin, so
clear of outline, 8o suave and smiling of aspect,
with not a silver thread in the shining black
hair, or even an incipient crow’s-foot around
the cold black eyes; the other so worn and hag-
gard, so deeply lined and darkened over, so be-
reft of all beauty save the mould of feature and
the magic of glance, so stamped with the dreary
stamp of suffering, so marked with the bitter
signet of anguish, so utterly lost to all the bright
bravery of the world, that, save for a proud no-
bility which still dwelt in, and redecmed it—save
for the lovely pathos of the eyes, and the haughty
curve of the lips—there was no depth of tragedy
in which it was not possible to fancy that this
woman might have played a part.

This, at least, was the first tangible idea which
came to Mrs. Annesley’s mind, as she saw that
not even Harrison’s dismal prophecy had pre-
pared her for the extent of the change, and as
she recognized how far below the surface that
change had struek. Zis her cousin| Z%is Pau-
line Morton! Z%is the girl who had gone away
in the spring-tide splendor of her youth and
beauty! “ Good God! I can helieve any thing
of lier now ! ”” she thought, as she gazed in mute
dismay on that world-worn face.

It was Mrs. Gordon who first broke the
silence.

“Iow little changed you are, Elinor!” she
said, in a rich, sweet voice; “and how it brings
baek the old time to see you again—here !”

“ But you!” cried Mrs. Annesley, thrown for
once entirely beyond the range of her nsnal con-
ventionalities—* you! DPauline, for Ileaven's
sake, what have you been doing to yourself that
you look like this 2

“Am I so very much changed, then ? " asked
her cousin, with a smile—oh, so different from
the smile that shadowy beauty had worn who
stood in the door-way and greeted Mrs, Annes-
ley half an hour before !

“Changed!” She stopped, abruptly; but
the tone that said that much had said enough.

There was a moment’s silence. Then the
other, taking her hand, leaned forward, and
lightly kissed her cheek.

“ Yours is the first kindred face I have seen,”
she said, gently, yet with a certain dignity. “Let
me bid you welcome to Morton House.”

And in the tone, the action, there was that
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which took the ground from beneath Mrs, Annes.
ley’s fect. She had come, meaning to patronize
with all the grandiloquent patronage of her
changed position; and one second seemed t.
place her baek on the old level, to which Pau
line Morton had once bent with this same stately
grace, but never suceeeded in taking her cousin
forget that she did bend. For an instant, Mrs.
Annesley caught her breath ; for an instant, she
almost forgot that she was not again the penni-
less relation who was bidden welcome to a home
she might share, but never inherit. Then she
recovered herself, and returned her cousin’s
caress with more effusion than that cousin’s
manner seemed to warrant.

My dear Pauline, those words arc more mine
than yours. Welcome, indeed—welcome to your
old home and your old friends !”

“Thank you, Elinor,” her ecousin replied,
quietly., ¢ Pray sit down.”

“Of course, I should have come to you at
once, if I hag not been ill—really ill. I am here
to-day in defianee of the doector.”

“Indeed! I should not think you looking
badly. But it was one of your old nervous at-
tacks, I suppose?”

“Yes, one of my old nervous attacks,” re-
plied Mrs. Annesley, unblushingly. * They seem
to grow worse as I grow older,”

“I am sorry to hear that—You must be
tired by your drive. I will order some refresh-
ment.”

She moved away a few steps to ring a bell,
and Mrs. Annesley had a good opportunity for
observing how straight and rigid was the dress
she wore, how hideous the cap that covered all
save a little of the hair so thiekly sown with
gray, and how every harmless beautifier of the
toilet seemed sternly banished from the costume.
When she returned, the latter said, wonder-
ingly:

“Have you turned Romanist, Pauline, and
are you going to establish a nunnery, that you
dress in such a style as this? You look like a
nun, I assure you.”

“If you had ever scen a nun, Elinor, you
would not think so,” the other auswered, with a
faint smile. “ A nun’s face is always sweet and
serene—not world-battered and world-worn, like
mine.”

“ Then, what do you mean by this?” and the
gloved hand touched the black fabric near it.

“I only mean that I have renounced the
world as much as if I had gone into a clois.
ter.
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“ My dear Pauline !”

“Does that surprise you, Elinor? Ah! you
have not drunk the dregs of life, as I have.”

“ Surprise me? Of course, it surprises me.
But I don’t understand.” °

“No, I don’t suppose you do. I hope there
are not many people who would fully understand.

~—Do you know what I have come back hcre
for:?:

“ How should I 27

“True, how should you! Well, I will tell
you; for I want to make my intention clear to
all whom it may concern, and you are one of
those whom it does concern. I have come back
to bury myself.”

¢ Pauline !

“Is there any thing strange in that?” said
Mrs. Gordon, with another faint, flitting smile.
“ Women have done such things before—the
nuns of whom we spoke, for instance.”

Mrs. Annesley did not answer. She gazed
at her cousin with blank amazement, and yet
more blank apprehension, which might in time
have found expression, if the door had not been
suddenly burst open, and a boy of eight or nine
years old—a magnificent incarnation of blooming
health and beauty—rushed into the room, ex-
claiming, “ Mamma !” and did not pause until
he stood by his mother’s side, staring with un-
abashed eyes at the elegant stranger.

“ Oh, what a handsome child!” cried Mrs.
Annesley, surprised for once into an enthusiastic
truth, ¢ Pauline, is this your boy? How like
you he is ! and yet, how unlike ! »

“He is not like me at all,”” Mrs, Gordon an-
swered, in a hard voice. Then it softened sud-
denly, as she turned to the child. “Felix, go
and speak to that lady; she is your cousin.”

Felix did as he was told—extending a hand
by no means very clean, but given with the grace
of a y,ang prince.

“Iam glad to see you, my cousin,” he said,
quite loftily.

And, while Mrs. Annesley surreptitiously
wiped her fingers on her handkerchief, she
turned again to her companion :

“What charming manners he has! If he
does not resemble yourself—and I can see now
that he does not—I suppose he looks like his
father.”

“Yes,” was the brief reply.

“Poor child! How young to be fatherless!
I presume he cannot even remember—Mr. Gor-
don?” -

*“ Yes, he remembers him,” said Mrs, Gordon,
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quietly.—* Felix, go and ask Harrison if he did
not hear the bell.”

*“ He heard it, mamma,” said Felix, prompt-
ly. “He’s cutting the cake; and 1 came to ask
you if I mayn’t have some wine—he won't give
me any.”

¢ Certainly not.
wine.”

“I don’t care about cake, mamma.”

““There is no necessity for you to eat it,
then, my dear. But we shall see if your resolu-
tion lasts when it comes—and here it is.”

As she spoke, Harrison made his appear-
ance, bearing a salver on which were set forth
the orthodox cake and wine of country hospital-
ity—the former in rich silver baskets, and the
latter in slender, old-fashioned wine-glasses.
While Mrs. Annesley refreshed hersclf with a
glass of the golden sherry that had been mel-
lowing in the cellars of Morton House for forty
years, exchanging with her cousin a few matter-
of-course remarks about the weather, expatiat-
ing on the beauty of the child, who was still
present, and even upon the becoming costume
he wore, she was revolving in her mind the
altered aspect which the last few minutes had
given to the hopes she had so long and so san-
guinely entertained.

How easy it is to arrange mentally a supposi-
titious scene and conversation! But when was
such scene or conversation ever enacted as ar-
ranged ? From the moment in which she heard
of her cousin’s return, Mrs. Annesley’s busy
fancy had been going over and over again a re-
hearsal of the present interview; and each time
she had acquitted herself to her own entire satis-
faction. She had spoken—suavely patronizing,
but uncompromising in her demands ; her cousin
had answered—gratefully submissive. Not a
shade of doubt or distrust of her own powers
had crossed her mind; she had believed herself
to be absolute mistress of the situation. And,
alas! the very first tone of her cousin’s voice,
and glance at her cousin’s face—changed so in-
conceivably though that face was—showed her
the mistake she had made, the self-delusion with
which she had been pleasing herself. Mcmory
had played her false—memory, and the vanity
that had been fostered by years of uncheckered
prosperity. At the first glance, she recognized
the fact that the Pauline with whom she had
been holding her imaginary conversations was
but a lay-figure, an automaton of her own crea-
tion, which had moved, breathed, trembled, yicld-
ed, as her own inclination pulled the wires upon

You can have cake—not
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which she had suspended 1t. The Paaline be-
fore her—ah ! how could she have forgotten that
haughty nature so strangely as to dream of gain-
ing a moment’s ascendency over it? She felt
that she was defeated even before she had struck
one blow in furtherance of her “plan.! This
resolution of retirement from the world—why, it
destroyed every vestige, even to the very founda-
tions, of the fabric she had so remorselessly
reared ! The old, bitter hate and envy—the old,
still more rankling sense of impotenee to harm,
even to move, this woman, who had always
seemed 80 unconscious, if not eontemptuous, of
her enmity—rushed over her soul in a tide of
almost suffoeating passion. Bafled—defeated—
now, as ever before! She could have gnashed
her teeth in fury! Baffled—just when she
thought success certain! And must she sub-
mit unresistingly? Might she not sting, wound,
if she could not subdue, this proud nature ? She
would see.

“ Felix, my dear, you make too much noise.
Go to Babette, now,” said Mrs. Gordon, as the
boy began a romp with the little spaniel which
had followed him into the room. “Go!”

“Yes, mamma.” And he obediently departed. |

Mrs. Annesley eleared her throat mervously,
rose, and set down the wine-glass from which she
had been sipping, and, returning to her chair,
drew it a little nearer to her cousin’s before she
again seated herself. Then, laying her hand on
the sleeve of the close black dress, she said, con-
fidentially : ’

“ My dear Pauline, you quite took away my
breath by what you said just now. Iam glad
you sent the child out, so that we ean talk freely.
Surely, you do not mean that you intend re-
nouneing society altogether ?

“ That is what I mean.”

“ Impossible! impossiblo!” cried Mrs. An-
nesley, assuming an expression of grave remon-
strance. “ Why, what would the world say ?

“The world of Lagrange, do you mean ? ”

“Yes. Your own old friends, and those of
your parents,”

“If the subject interests them sufficiently
for them to say any thing, I suppose it will be
some of the good-natured things which they
used to say of me in the old times. But what
does it matter 2

‘Tt matters every thing |—if you do not wish
to lose your reputation.”

Mrs. Gordon regarded her cousin’s face for an
instant in astonishment. Then her brows con-

tracted slightly, and a haughty light came into
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her eyes. “My reputation!” she repeated,
‘“And pray, Elinor, will you tell me what pos-
sible eonnection there is, or can be made, be-
tween my voluntary seclusion and the loss of my
reputation ?

Mrs. Annesley paused a moment, partly be
cause she was a little doubtful as to what her next
words should be—partly with an affectation of re.
luctanee to speak. She looked down at the carpet,
thoughtfully—then lifted her eyes to her eousin’s
countenanee, hoping to find there signs of alarm
and perturbation. She was disappointed. Mrs,
Gordon was waiting quietly for her to proceed.

“Your question places me in a very embar-
rassing, a very painful position, Pauline,” she
began, with well-acted hesitation. “ But—1I
think you will agree with me that plain speaking
is always best; particularly in a ease of this
kind, and between friends and relatives.”

“Undoubtedly. Plain speaking is always
best between people who have a right to speak
plainly to each, other; and friends and relatives
do possess this right,”” answered Mrs. Gordon,
with the dignified simplicity of manner which,
to her cousin’s elaborate mannerism of dignity,
seemed, as it always had seemed, like virgin
gold to pinehbeek.

Mrs. Annesley cleared her throat again, and,
lifting the top of her vinaigretfe, bent her head
and inhaled the salts before she replied, slowly:

““My dear Pauline, I do not know whether
you are aware that, to the eyes of the world,
your life is veiled in profound mystery; that,
until your return, your friends -vere ignorant of
the very name of the man yi ,.arried; that,
even now, the name itself is all that is known.
Under these eireumstanees, is it much to be
wondered at that some very unpleasant reports
have erept into eirculation ?—reports which you
would be shocked to hear, my dear, I assure
you! And, if you take this strange & :ip of
secluding yourself from the world, I cannot
answer for the consequences.”

Mrs. Gordon had listened unmoved to her
cousin’s words, until Mrs. Annesley came to the
last sentence. She smiled then—not scornfully,
but with a sort of half-sad amusement.

“Human nature is the same all the world
over!” she said. “In the little stagnant pool,
as in the great ocean of life, impertinent curios.
ity and gratuitous ill-nature are the most marked
features of ¢ soc?iety.’ But, my dear Elinor, I am
surprised that you should have forgotten all
about my character so entirely as to imagine
that the ‘ opinion of the world’ could move me,
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or give me a moment’s uneasiness. Don’t you
remember how I used to shock you with my dis-
regard for the ideas and dicta of -this narrow
world around us? And do you think it likely
that a cosmopolitan life of twenty years has
taught me to rate its importance more highly ?

** Good Heavens, Pauline! You do not know,
you do not realize what you are disregarding !—
what the reports are—" began Mrs. Annesley,
with a consternation which was perfectly genu-
ine—for more and more did she realize that her
anticipated power over her cousin had been a
chimera of self-flattery. But Mrs. Gordon inter-
posed, quietly:

“I have no more curiosity now than formerly
about Lagrange gossip. If it amuses people to
talk abont me, I have no objection to their en-
joying that gratification.”

‘ But, surely, you object to setting a stain on
your good name !—on the Morton honor!” eried
Mrs. Annesley, driven beyond all self-control by
the careless indifference with which the other
spoke.

Mrs. Gordon’s lip curled in a disdain so con-
temptuous that her cousin shrank abashed with
that consciousness of utter discomfiture in all
endeavor to annoy, which had been so familiar
and so galling to her in the old days, while the
former said, sternly :

“T have returned to my old home, soul-weary
and gricf-stricken—to seek the shelter of my
father’s roof, as people sometimes quit the
world for a cloister. You tell me that the ‘ old
friends’ of my parents and myself are bandying
about ‘reports’ concerning me; that they ¢ know
nothing of my life,” and yet are slandering it!
Well, I answer that their gossip and slander are
less to me than the hum of the insects around
him to the anchorite of the desert; that, for the
people who disseminate or belicve slanders so
false, so malicious, so unprovoked—who dare to
suspect my father’s daughter of any act unworthy
of his name and honor—I ecntertain a contempt
too profound for it to be any thing but passive.”

Mrs. Annesley was effectually silenced ; but
her countenance showed so plainly the dismay,
mortification, and chagrin, by which she was lit-
erally overwhelmed, that Mrs. Gordon, reading
the expression (though not, of course, its cause),
and attributing it to a fear of being personally
compromised, said gravely, but kindly :

“I know, my dear Elinor, that your ideas
and mine do not agree as to the value of the
world’s opinion. And, if you fear that, you may
yourself incur the censure of this opinion—
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‘ Pauline, how can you wrong me by imagin-
ing that I am thinking of myself in the matter!
It was alarm for you which, ill as I felt this morn-
ing, urged me to the exertion of showing the
world at once my position toward you—my esti-
mate of the reports that are in circulation—by
coming to offer you the support and advice of a
kinswoman,”

A smile of irrepressible amusement swept
over Mrs. Gordon’s face, brightening it into a
stronger likeness to its former self than Mrs,
Annesley could have believed it possible it would
ever again wear. “And have these good people
of Lagrange really proceeded so far in their amia-
ble canvassing of my affairs, that you thought it
necessary to extend a hand to save me?” she
said, with almost a laugh. “I am afraid they
would be disappointed, if they knew how much
unnecessary trouble they have given themselves.
My first order to Harrison, on my arrival, was,
that no one but yourself] your children, and one
or two of my oldest and dearest friends, were to
be admitted. To all others he was to say that,
being in deep mourning, and in deep grief—”
her lip quivered with anguish as she spoke the
last words—* I must decline society. You see,
therefore, that it was premature, to say the least,
in the social authorities of Lagrange, to decree
ostracism to one who, for reasons entirely apart
from any consideration of their existence, had no
intention of accepting, far less of asking, their
suffrage. It was kind of you, Elinor,” she added,
with a perfect good faith that made Mrs. Annes-
ley wince, “to wish to throw yourself into the
breach in my defence.”

“It was useless, I perceive,” answered Mrs.
Annesley, endeavoring to regain her usual man.
ner, “if you persist in this strange resolution you
have expressed. Nothing, which I could say or
do would have any effect in righting the public
sentiment, so long as you maintain the mystery
which was the cause of these dreadful reports
If you would only authorize me to contradict
them—to—"

“ Excuse me,” interposed Mrs, Gordon, quiet
ly. “It is a matter of perfect indifference to
me.,”

“But for my sake!” urged Mrs. Annesley,
who remembered well that she had many a time
gained concessions from Pauline’s generosity,
which Pauline’s pride would never have made—
¢ for my sake, Pauline! Think what an embar-
rassing position I am placed in. Pray, recon-
sider your resolution!”

“ My dear Elinor, I cannot do that,”” answered
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her cousin. “I came here, as I told you, to seek
rest. I married very unhappily, and have suf-

fered much—have suffered so terribly that, put
for the sake of my child, I think I eould not have
tived through all I have endured. This explana-
tion I make to yourself—not for the benefit of
the gossips who, it seems, are busying them-
selves with my name. Yoursclf, and the few old
friends who, I think, have a right to that eon-
sideration from me, shall be always weleome
here, if—" she smiled—‘you and they are not
afraid to brave public opinion by coming.”

“You do me injustice by the doubt you im-
ply,” said Mrs. Annesley, quickly. *But, for
that matter, you always did me injustice.”

“Did I?” said her eousin, with a softer light
eoming into her eyes, and a softer tone into her
voice. “ Perhaps I did; for I was very prone to
rash judgment in those wilful early days. 1
sometimes think that all I have endured since
has only been a just punishment for the faults I
cherished then. I am glad to bglieve I did you
injustice, and to beg your pardon for it. Forgive
me, Elinor—and let us be friends.”

She held out her hand, and Mrs. Annesley
could not decline to take it. But she hesitated
a moment before doing so, and paled slightly,
as she said:

“We won't talk of the past, Pauline, for I
dare say the fault of our misunderstandings was
as mueh mine as yours. Tell me about poor,
dear Alfred. 1was so shocked to hear of his—"

“Death,” she would have said, had not the
sudden ghastly ehange that eame over her cous-
in’s face stopped the word. It was not the aeute
grief which cannot bear any mention of its be-
reavement from eareless lips, but the presence
of an unutterable horror, which blanched the
eheek, and gave so deep an agony to the eye,
that Mrs, Annesley saw she had made a great
mistake, and stammered hastily:

“TPardon me; I did not mean—"

Then Mrs. Gordon scemed to rally with an
almost convulsive effort; and, after a minute,
spoke hoarsely :

*“It does not matter. I—I only have not
tearned to bear the mention of his name. Yes,
he is dead. Be kind, Elinor—do not ask me any
more.”

Mrs. Annesley eould not disregard such a re-
quest. She was silent for some time ; half from
astonishment, half from offended pride at her
cousin’s reserve. Then she gathered her wrap-
pings round her, and rose with that motion
which indieates departure.

HOUSE.

“I am sorry I eannot stay longer,” she said,
“but I dare not risk over-fatiguing myself. 1
will eome soon again, however.”

“Pray do,” said Mrs. Gordon, eordially.
“Give my love to Morton and Adela. Are they
not with you now ¢ ”

‘ Morton lives with me, but he is not at home
Jjust now. Ile has been absent for a week or
two. Adela is married, and lives in Mobile,”
replied Mrs. Annesley, telling the truth—but
not the whole truth. “Do you remember your
old admirer, Colonel French? Well, one of his
sons died, and Adela married the other—a very
good mateh indeed.”

‘“Colonel Freneh—the wealthy widower, as
you used to eall him? How strangely such
news makes me feel. To think that Adela
should be married—and to one of those little
boys!”

“I ought to feel old, ought I not? And
yet—"
‘“ And yet you feel young, looking at me. Is

it not so ? ”

“I did not mean to say that, I assure you;
but you do look shockingly. I hope you will
seem more like yourself when I see you again.
Good-by. I eannot tempt you even to Annes
dale?”

“Not even to Annesdale.”

They shook hands, parted—if any thing more
coldly than they had met—and, ten minutes after.
ward, the Annesley carriage was rolling out of
the Morton gates,

CHAPTER VL
WHAT MORTON SAID.

“Ir is a good thing that Morton is not at
home,” Mrs. Annesley had again remarked to
her daughter, when she finally made up her
mind to aetion in the case of her eousin; and
the event well justified that self-congratulation.
A fortnight after the visit in which she had been
go signally worsted, Morton rcturned, and, for
the first time in his life, asserted his right of
interferenee as head of the house.

‘‘ Mother,” he said, when they were at break
fast on the morning after his atrival, and the ser-
vants had lefy the room—* Mother, is it true, a¥
I hear, that our eousin, Pauline Morton, has re-
turned among us?”

There was something unusually grave and
formal in the tone of this inquiry, something
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which made Adela French look up and open her
eyes; but Mrs, Annesley answered with admira-
ble nonchalanee *

“Yes, my dear boy, she has really returned.
I forgot that we heard the news the very day you
left. Ifow it must have astonished you! It
was quite a shock to me; but my nerves are
80 easily affeeted I can stand very little. I sup-
pose you heard it in Tallahoma, as you came
through 2"

“Yes, I heard it in Tallahoma,” the young
man answered, “and, mother, I also heard some-
thing else, which eannot be true.”

“It is a very sad affair altogether, my dear
Morton,” said Mrs. Anncsley, quietly; * but
there is nothing more likely than that you heard
some exaggeration of the matter. What was
it?”?

She asked the question with honest indiffer-
ence, for, since her visit to Mrs. Gordon, she had
felt, so far as herself was concerned, upon safe
ground. She knew that she had always been to
Morton a sort of enthroned divinity, who eould
do no wrong; and it was evident that he hesi-
tated now before saying any thing which might
seem even the mildest censure on her eonduet.
At last, however, he spoke.

“I heard in Tallahoma that our cousin ”—he
uttered the last two words with emphasis—‘“ has
come back to her old home, without having re-
ceived any welcome from her old friends; and
that even you, mother, have failed to give her
one.”

I should think you would know by this time
how much reliance is to be placed in Tallahoma
gossip,” said Mrs. Annesley. ‘“As usual they
have told you something entirely without foun-
dation ; and ”—with gentle reproach—*“1 cannot
help thinking it strange that you should eredit
such a thing of me.”

“I did not eredit it!” said the young man,
eagerly. “I was only afraid that it might be so,
because public opinion seems dealing so hardly
with this poor woman. And you Aave been to
see her, then?”

“Of eourse I have,” answered she, promptly.
“How could I possibly neglect such a duty?
We were raised together as sisters, you remem-
ber.” 4

‘“And has she been here?
ought to be here now.”

““Morton !—what do you mean ?”’

“I mean,” answered Morton, quickly, * that
when a woman is slandered is the time, of all
others, for her kindred to elose around her; and

Mother, she
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that Pauline Morton’s proper plaee now is under
this roof.”

“But, good Heavens! why ?”

“Why?” he repeated in surprise. ‘‘Dear
mother, don’t you know why ? Don't you know
that she is doubted, suspected, slandered, if you
will have a plain word ; and that it is only thus
we can pay the debt of gratitude we owe to those
whose roof once sheltered you?”

He looked like a young paladin, with the
kindling fire on his handsome face, and the shin-
ing light in his dark eyes; and even his mother’s
heart was touched as he lowered his voice over
the last words.

“ My son, you do not understand,” she said,
in a grave, troubled voice—for it was never her
policy to come to an issue with Morton, “you do
not understand—and you should trust to me in
this matter,” z

“You know how mueh I trust to you,” he
answered. “ But in this matter—"

“Why do you think it necessary to take up
your cousin’s eanse with so much zcal?” said
Mrs. Annesley, as he hesitated in his sentence.

“I thought I had already explained what
really does not seem to require any explanation.
Seeing any woman in a position of social difficul
ty, I should not feel myself a gentleman if, be-
lieving her injured, I did not make at least an
effort in her defence. And when I see my own
kinswoman, one to whom I am bound both by
ties of blood and obligations of gratitude—
mother, ean you ask me why I should take up
her canse with all the zeal of whieh I am eapa-
ble ?”

¢ One word, Morton,” said Mrs. Annesley, who
had been watching him during the last speech,
and knew to a nicety how far it was prudent to
carry open opposition—* one word, if you please.
Has it never oecurred to you that Panline Mor-
ton may not be the injured vietim you seem to
congider her ? "

If she had sent a rifle-shot into her son’s
plate, she could not have taken him more com-
pletely by surprise. He looked for onc moment
in mute amazement at her face, then a erimson
flood shot over his brow, and was visible even
beneath the black eurls that rested on it.

“ Mother!”

“ Don’t misunderstand me,” said Mrs. Annes-
ley, quietly. “Don’t think that I mean any thing
moie than I say. I only repeat my question—
has it never occurred to you that Pauline Mor-
ton may not be that injured vietim which you
seem to eonsider her?”
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“No,' unswered he.
ton?”

“She Is, indeed. But, in short, as I told you
before, you had better trust to me in thi¢ mat-
ter.”

“ And, as I told you before, that is impossi-
ble,” he replied. ¢ Tell me what you meant by
such a question.”

But, what Mrs. Annesley meant, it was very
hard—indeed, impossible—for her to explain in
Morton's straightforward fashion; for her only
real meaning bad been to impress him with a
belief that the matter was too delicate for his
management. She hesitated before answering;
and then said more than she bad perhaps in-
tended to say.

“1 only meant, Morton, that I am sure you
would not like to force me into giving counte-
nance to a woman who may not deserve it.”

“God forbid ! ” said Morton, hastily. *Bat,
mother, surely you consider what you are say-
ing?”

“Is it likely I would not eonsider? " asked
Mrs, Annesley, dreadfully conscious that the exi-
gence of the occasion was forcing her into doing
just the opposite. But then it was 80 necessary
to quiet Morton by saying something.—“Is it
likely I would not consider? Al, you don’t
know how I have suffered about this, or you
would never reproach me for not doing more.”

* Reproach you! My dear mother, I must
kave expressed myself very badly if you think I
meant to reproach you. Pray forgive me, if 1
have been hasty or disrespectful—but I feel this
matter 80 deeply.”

“ You cannot feel it more deeply than I do,”
sald Mrs. Annesley, putting her handkerehief to
her eyes. “ My poor aunt, and my dear uncle,
what a blessed thing it Is that they did not live
to see this day! You may think me unfeeling,
Morton, but Adela there could tell you that I
have been really ill, and about nothing else but
this affair.”

*“I could as soon suspect a saint of being un-
fecling,” said Morton, much coneerned, but smil-
ing a little.

* Selfish, then, when I had only your welfare
at heart.”

* You could not be relfish if you tried. But
I really don't see what my welfare had to do
with the matter.”

No, he did not see in the least, and, what was
more, Mrs. Annesley dared not enlighten him,
She knew how much he desired to own Morton
tlouse, but she also knew that Morton Hounse

“Is she not a Mor-
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would be worse than valueless to him if he once
suspected that it had been won by such means
as those she had not scrupled to propose to her-
self.

“T only mean,” she hastily corrected, “ that
neither you nor I can help a woman who is so
utterly reckless that she will not help herself.”

% And Pauline Morton ? "

¢ Pauline Morton refuses absolutely to accept
any aid that we can give her.”

“Refuses! How ? DPray be more explicit, if
only in consideration of my stupidity.”

“T don’t see how I can be more explicit, Mor
ton. She distinetly declines to give any explana-
tion of her singular appearance among us, of the
death of her brother, or of the absence of her
husband—indced, whether he is alive or dead,
nobody knows. She looks as if she might have
walked through a furnace of fire, or been buried
alive and dug up again, or lived in garrets on
erusts of bread, or—or done any thing! And
she will neither receive her friends nor accept
any hospitality they offer.”

Morton, who had risen from the table, was
now standing with one hand on the back of his
chair, and he did not speak for several minutes.
Then he said, slowly:

“Well, all this only proves that she has suf-
fered, nothing more. Surely we may respect this
suffering sufficiently to refrain from prying into
it. Can the gossips say nothing more of her
than this ?»

“You can best answer that question,” said
Mrs. Annesley, stiffly. “Iam not likely to hear
what gossips say of my own cousin. But I think
it is more than ought to be said of any woman.”

‘“Mother, that does not sound like you,”
said her son, gently. “Remember how often
you have agreed with me that misfortune should
never be eonfounded with fault. We have no
right to suspect more than misfortune here.”

“Not if Pauline had come back as her posi-
tion demanded she should come—with some guar-
antee for her past, and some regard for appear-
ances in the present. Not if she—"

*In one word, if she had not needed your
friendship. Oh, mother, that I should hear sueh
social eant from your lips] Her old associates,
then, would have been willing to extend their
hands to her, if she had not necded them ; as
she does need them, they consider that a suf-
ficient reason for holding aloof. What a pitiful
world it i3 !” said the young man, with a sudden
scorn flashing into his face; “and how much it
is alike in every place and condition of life!
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Mother, one more question, and I have done.
I am sure I need not beg you to answer me
frankly. Do you, or do you not, believe that
Pauline Morton deserves the suspicion that
seems to have fallen upon her?”

Was ever diplomacy placed in a more trying
position than this? Reply in the affirmative
Mrs. Annesley could not, without a more daring
violation of truth than even her conscience
would allow; and, to answer in the negative,
would be to undo all her previous work. Clear-
ly, then, the only resource left was that of eva-
sion, and this she employed with commendable
quickness.

“ Good Heavens, Morton! How can you ask
me to decide such a question, and about my own
cousin, too? You should be more considerate
of my—my feelings!”

“I am asking you to be considerate of the
honor of your name, mother,” said Morton, half-
sternly. “ Do you know what people will say if
you do not face that question and answer it bold-
ly ? ”

“T must consult my own conscience, and not
what people will say,” answered she, with dig-
nity.

Morton took his hand from the chair, and
made a quick turn up and down the room before
he spoke again. He stopped abruptly then, and
fastened his eyes on her face:

“Then, mother, you, too, doubt this poor
woman ?

“Doubt her ?” She hesitated a moment, but
saw her way to no other answer than the truth.
“ No, Morton, I do not.”

“In that case, you consider her unjustly sus-
pected—do you, mother ?”

There was something truth-compelling in the
dircct question, in the earnest eyes, and still more
earnest voice. Before Mrs. Annesley knew what
she was about, she had uttered a reluctant
(43 Yes.”

But, even after this, she was not prepared for
what followed. She was astonished when Mor-
ton crossed the floor, rang the bell, and said to
the servant who answered it :

“The carriage.”

The door had hardly closed before Mrs. An-
nesley cried :

“ Morton, what does this mean ? »

“ It means,” said Morton, *that I am going
to see our cousin, and that I hope you will ac-
company me to urge her return with us to An-
nesdale.”

His mother looked at him in silent exaspera-
3 r
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tion, If she had given way to her first impulse,
it would certainly have been one of fierce re-
proach, since anger was burning hotly enough in
her heart against this ungrateful return for all
her exertion. But one thing which she had
learned in life was thie folly of passion. So she
curbed herself with the steady curb which long
habit had rendered easy, and answered quietly:

“T am afraid you must excuse me. Dr. Rey-
nolds expressly forbade my leaving the house
until he saw me again. Besides, Morton, since
you absolutely refuse to be guided by me in this
matter, I cannot think that I am called upon to
expose myself to another repulse for your sake.”

¢ Another repulse?”

“Yes, another repulse, I thought I told you
that Pauline has already declined the visit which
you wish me to urge on her a second time.”

“Did you really urge it the first time, moth-
ert ¥

“Did you ever know me lacking in hospital-
ity ? But, since you distrust me, go your own
way, and find who is right.”

She spoke gravely, but without any touch of
pettishness ; and Morton hesitated. Perhaps,
after all, she was right—perhaps, after all, he
was wrong. Who was 8o likely to be wrong as
himself, thought the young man, with the humil-
ity which was his most prominent characteristic.
Surely his mother was better able to judge of her
cousin than he who had never seen that cousin.
In trying to act up to the standard of his chivalrie
creed, he began to fear that he had not only been
very obstinate, but also very foolish. So, after a
pause, he spoke quite humbly:

“Y have never done such a thing as distrust
you in all my life, mother ; and I am sure I have
no desire to go my own way simply because it ¢8
my own way. If you think the invitation had
better not be given just at present, I am perfect-
ly willing to defer it. But that is no reason for
deferring my visit. Since you eannot accompany
me, I am sure Adela will.”

He looked at his sister as he spoke; and
Mrs, French shrugged her shoulders, as she an-
swered carelessly :

“Indeed, I would not advise you to he too
sure, Morton, for I have not an idea of doing any
thing of the kind.”

“Why not ?”

“Simply because I don’t choose to.”

“Adela!” This was Mrs. Annesley who
broke in with a tone half-warning, half-reproach
ful.

“Well, mamma,” was the saucy reply, * you
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surely don’t think I am going to let Morton tyr-
annize over me as he does over you? When one
doesn’t mind ome’s husband, one isn't likely to
mind one’s brother—de you think so? He must
get him a wife, if he wants somebody to go with
him whenever he takes a fancy to visit super-
annuated beauties.”

“I did not ask you to go as a favor to my-
self, Adela,” said her brother, a little haughtily.

““So much the better,”” answered she. And,
at that moment, a servant opened the door and
announced the carriage.

“I was wrong,” said Morton, turning to her.
“J do ask it as a favor to myself. Will you
go ? ”

“Not on any account,” said the young lady,
with emphasis. “ Nothing would induce me to
go. I hate disagreeable people—besides, the
Raynors and Irene Vernon will be here to din-
ner to-day, and I would not tire myself out for
the world. If you will go, that is no reason why
I should be so silly.”

“Have the carriage taken back, and my horse
brought out,” said Mr. Annesley to the servant.

After this, there was ten minutes’ rather un-
comfortable silence in the room. It was broken
at last by Adela, who had sauntered to the win-
dow, and, with admirable nonchalance, announced
the appearance of the horse—adding the gratui-
tous information that he did not look quite as
well groomed as usual,

““ Probably not; those scamps grow careless
if ] am away from home a week,” said her broth-
er. He turned to lcave the room, saying to his
mother, “I shall not be back until dinner.”

“But you must be back in time for dinner—
don’t forget that, Morton,” she said, anxiously.

““TI shall not forget it,” he answered.

When the door closed on him, Mrs, Annesley
drew a deep breath of relief, and looked at her
daughter, who was still standing by the window.
Their eyes met, and Mrs. French laughed.

‘“Poor Morton, how simple he is!" she said,
“T wondered you had patience to fence with him
80 long, mamma. Do you think he means to
spend the morning at Morton House ?

Mrs. Annesley shook her head. “I wish he
did,” she answered. *He means to spend it in
Tallahoma.

“ Mamma,” said Mrs. French, setting her teeth
sharply, “I would make an end of that business,
If I were you.”

¢ Suppose you could not, Adela?”

‘“ As if you could not always do any thing you
want to.”

MORTON HOUSE.

‘“ Morton is terribly obstinate,”

“ Morton is like wax in your hands.”

There was a moment’s silence. Then, Lot
very relevantly, as it seemed, Mrs. Annesley said,
“When does Irene Vernou leave ? "

“Not before New Year., You know she is en-
gaged to spend Christmas here.”

“Yes, I know.”

They said nothing further—but, after another
minute or two, Mrs. French kissed her hand, and
gayly waved it to some one outside the window.

“TIt is only Morton,” she said, as her mother
came forward and looked over her shoulder, “I
am wishing him good luck.” i

They both watched the graceful rider out of
sight; and Mrs. Annesley, as she turned away
from the window, said, with a low and somewhat
bitter laugh, ‘“Let him go. He will not be ad-
mitted farther than the door of Morton House.”

CHAPTER VI',
HOW A PALADIN STORMED A CASTLE,

Ix all the sweet South there never was a softer
or more beautiful morning—robed in gorgeous
autumnal dress, and glorying in a lavish affluence
of balmy air, and golden sunshine, and draping
haze—than that on which the young owner of
Annesdale rode forth to try his fortune at Morton
House.

Shortly after leaving his own gates, he over.
took an open carriage full of ladies, who were
chattering gayly, and who burst into a chorus of
welcomé when Ilderim’s handsome head appearcd
beside them.

“Mr. Annesley! What a surprise!”

“Why, Mr. Annesley, where did you come
from?"

“When did you come back, and how are
you?”

Only one of the fair bevy—the fairest among
them—said nothing; but she smiled and held
out her hand; and neither the smile nor the
action left any thing to be desired.

Mr. Annesley answered all the inquiries, and
exchanged all the civilities of the occasion; and
then rode along by the side of tke carriage, rest-
ing one hand ligktly on the door, while with the
other he restrained Ilderim’s eager impatience;
and the stream of conversation flowed on in easy
and lively current.

“You have been to Mobile, Mr. Annesley?"
ssked the gay young chaperon of the party—



HOW A PALADIN STORMED A CASTLE.

pretty Mrs, George Raynor, who had been a Miss
Vernon and a Mobile belle before she married,
and came to dazzle Lagrange with her beauty and
her fashion. “Oh, do tell us something about it,
for we are almost dying—Irene and I—for news
of all our friends.”

“With all my heart,” said Morton, smiling ;
“but where shall I begin? I was only in Mobile
for a few days, and I scarcely saw any thing of
the people you would care to hear about.”

“Ah, I care to hear about anybody,” cried
she, with fervor. ‘ And, if you did not see any-
body, just tell me what they are talking about in
the city. I wish I had known you were going,
[ would have asked you to take a package to
Aunt Lucy—and, perhaps—to bring me a bon-
net back.”

“You are glad she did no¢ know, are you
not, Mr. Annesley?” said Miss Vernon, laugh-
ing.

Morton smiled only, in reply to the last ques-
tion, preferring, it seemed, to answer Mrs. Ray-
nor’s remark. ‘“If I had not left home so hur-
riedly, you should have known,” he said. “ But
I did manage to see your aunt, and she charged
me with a great many messages to yourself and
Miss Vernon—the chief of which,” he added,
turning to the latter, “I feel tempted not to
deliver.”

“Is it so very disagreeable, then?” asked
she.

“ It will not be at all disagreeable to you, I
am afraid; but she urges your speedy return to
Mobile, and that will be very disagreeable to
Lagrange.”

* Lagrange will have to support the desola-
tion as best it can, and I have no doubt will be
able to endure it,”” said Miss Vernon, a little
coolly—thinking, no doubt, that the compliment
would have gained point and strength by a more
personal application.

Then a cry broke from the other two young
ladies, who were both Misses Raynor, plain in
looks, plain in manmers, and therefore blindly
admiring the Vernon beauty, and emulous of the
Vernon style.

‘“Ok, Irene, you surely will not think of leav.
ing ust”

‘“Irene, that is very mean of your aunt, for
she knows you promised to stay until after
Christmas.”

“Nonsense!” said Mrs. Raynor. “Irene
knows she is not going until I am ready to go
with her; and only George can say when that
will be—he is so provoking! Mr. Annesley, 1
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do hope that when you are married, you will
treat your wife with some consideration,”

“I shall endeavor to do so, Mrs. Raynor,”
answered Morton, with mock-gravity—for all
Lagrange knew that George Raynor was the
most thoroughly hen-pecked hushand in the
county—*“ 1 shall come to you for instructions
how to act. But you have not told me what has
been going on here since I left.”

“ Nothing has been going on in any way,”
said Mrs, Raynor.—‘ Irene, what have we been
doing ?—any thing at all 27

“Vegetating and yawning, I believe,” an-
swered Miss Vernon. ‘But these principal
occupations have been varied by much gossip,
and a little scandal, lately.”

‘“Oh, yes!” burst in Mrs. Raynor, with the
greatest animation, ‘‘Lagrange has been in a
perfect ferment of gossip for the last three
weeks, Mr. Annesley, about that curious Miss
Morton, or Mrs. Gordon, or whatever her name
may be, who has come back like a ghost, and
set everybody talking themselves hoarse. Of
course you have heard of her ?” (She did not
give him time to reply.) ‘“For my part, I be-
lieve that she murdered both her husband and
her brother, and that she has come here to bury
her remorse, and give Lagrange a standing topic
of conversation. I am sure— Good gracious,
Louisa, what is the matter ? Is there a cater-
pillar on my bonnet ? ”

The inquiry was not entirely without reason,
for the elder Miss Raynor had been making
signals of silence and distress for the last five
seconds, without being able to attract her heed.
less sister-in.law’s attention.

¢ No, indeed, Flora,” she said, blushing with
that ever.ready and not always becoming blush
of eighteen. ‘“But you surely forget—Mr. An-
nesley is related to—"

“To my murderess ? ” cried Mrs. Raynor, ex-
tricating herself from the difficulty with the mer-
riest laugh in the world, “A thousand pardons,
Mr. Annesley! But you know how heedless I
am! I am sure I need not apologize for mere
jesting.”

Mr. Annesley’s face had taken an expression
which few people had ever seen upon it before.
A stern coldness transformed it so entirely that
the ladies exchanged glances of surprise and dis-
may. He bowed quite haughtily, as he said, with
gravity :

¢ Personally, I could not of course be of.
fended by what was not meant to touch my-
self. But I must confess that my ideas of
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¢jesting’ do not agree with those of Mrs, Ray-
nor.”

“I am very, very sorry,” cried that lady,
eagerly, coloring a little, and slightly discon-
certed by his manner and words. * You must
really forgive me, Mr. Annesley! I did not re-
member at the moment your connection with
Mrs. Gordon, Indeed, it never occurred to me
that you would care. Adela talks just as every-
body else does.”

“1 am sorry to hear it,” said Mr. Annesley,
in the same tone as before.

‘¢ And, really,” continued Mrs. Raynor, rally-
ing from her momentary embarrassment, and re-
covering her usual nonchalant gayety—* really,
Mr. Annesley, you are very unreasonable. I
only repeated what everybody is saying. Pray
don’t hold me accountable for the reports!”

Mr. Annesley’s face relaxed into a smile—
rather grave, it is true—as he answered: “You
are right, Mrs. Raynor. It was unreasonable,
nay, it was folly in me to resent what is in it-
gelf so trifling a matter as these reports. Gos-
sips must have something to talk about, of course.
It i I who must beg your pardon for having for-
gotten this.”

“ Why, Mr. Annesley, I don’t know you!”
exclaimed Mrs. Raynor, astonished, annoyed, and
amused, all at once. *I always thought you a
model of amiability ; but'you are not amiable at
present, I assure you. I did not know that you
had laid lance in rest, in Mrs. Gordon’s defence,
or I should not have said a word. And, by-the-
way, don’t flatter yourself that you are her orly
champion. Irene has been doing battle in her
defence from the first.”

‘“Haveyon?” said Morton, turning quickly
to Miss Vernon. ‘I hope you will let me ad-
mire and thank you for it.”

“Pray don’t,” answered she. “I only heard
a woman assailed, and felt for her—that was
all”

Before the gentleman could reply, Mrs. Ray-
nor’s light tones broke in again:

“1 positively victimized myself by going to
church last Sunday in order to catch a glimpse
of this ghostly lady ; and would you believe it,
Mr. Annesley, she did not come! I wonder if
she never means to come? But gomebody said
that a splendid-looking child, who sat in a pew
uext the pulpit, was hers.”

*“Oh, yes,” chorussed the Misses Raynor,
‘“and such ‘a woman with him! If you could
have seen her bonnet! And, what do you think,
Mr Annesley °—she actually sat up and ssid her
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beads all the time Mr, Norwood was preaching—
and that under his very eyes!”

¢ She is evidently a Frenchwoman,” said Miss
Vernon, “and of course a Catholic. No doubt
she took that means to avoid joining in what she
considered herctical worship.—Are you going,
Mr. Annesley 2 )

“T am reluctantly compelled to do so,” said
Mr. Annesley, who had drawn Ilderim from the
carriage-door, and himself from that soft contact
of silk and lace; that near neighborhood of a
slender, well-gloved hand ; that faint, dainty fra-
grance of fresh millinery ; that capricious parasol
fringe which was never still, and which would
persist in sweeping his face, and that subtile, in-
tangible charm which, like an aroma, seems con-
stantly exbaling from a lovely and well-dressed
woman—*“1 am compelled to do so—for here is
Morton House, and to it I am bound. You dine
at Annesdale to-day? Then you may expect a
full account of the wonders and mysteries within
these gates. Good-morning.”

He lifted his hat—the ladies bent their heads
with a general flutter of plumes and ribbons—
the carriage swept on in a yellow cloud of dust,
and the young man found himself alone before
the gates of Morton House.

Like his mother, he too felt, when those gates
closed behind him, as if he had entered an en-
chanted domain—a domain over the necglected
beauty of which there rested a mournful still-
ness, deeper and more pathetic than mere soli-
tude; where brooded a solemn air of repose,
and a subtile power of awaking thought and as-
sociation which we have most of us observed in
those places where life once ran riot, and from
which it has long since departed forever.

The young man involuntarily bared his head
as he rode slowly along beneath the drooping
trees; and patches of golden sunshine, flicker-
ing softly down, fell on the rich black curls and
the face that was subdued almost to mournful-
ness. There was to him an indescribable pathos
in the stately quiet around him. He thought of
the by-gone voices that had once sounded along
this avenue, of the gay bearts that had gone
their way brimful of life and joy, and the sad
hearts that had found even the beauty of Nature
a weariness and a mockery—well, they were all
equally at rest wow. Ile thought of the bright
children who had played beneath those trees;
and of the fair ladies who had dreamed swect
fancies under their shade, or—who knows ?—
dropped bitter tears upon their mossy roots.

The sod lay heavily enough over those lovely
Y
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faces now; and it mattered little whether they
had known most of the smiles or of the tears.
TFlien he thought how often his father had passed
here, with all manhood’s brightest hopes stirring
at his heart, and all manhood’s proudest resolve
in his breast—yet how little either the hope or
the resolve had availed to change his fate. = Mor-
ton felt a bitter pang at the recollection of that
father who had gone so early out of his life, but
whose memory had ever remained with him as a
vision of all that was most noble in simple chiv-
alry—a lesson which had done more to mould the
boy’s character than all the precepts of living
teachers. And he was going now to see the
woman whose fatal beauty had wrecked the hap-
piness of that father’s life! Tle knew—every-
body knew—-that Edgar Annesley had poured
out his love like water at Pauline Morton’s feet,
and that she had scorned him as she scorned all
others in that proud heyday of her youth and
power. And now there seemed a retribution in
the fact that Edgar Annesley’s son came forward
as her sole defender against the fiekle world that
had once fawned at her feet. ‘It is the only
revenge he would have wished,” thought the son,
placing, as he always did, the father in his posi-
tion. “But he would never, for one moment,
have considered it revenge. He would have re-
garded it as a duty, and thought himself happy
in performing it. Ah, I shall never master the
whole essence of his knightly creed and practice
—he who was a very Bayard, and yet thought
that he ounly fulfilled the common duties of a
gentleman.” And here, after all, had been the
great secret of that resolution which so much
surprised Mrs. Annesley. The young man had
set out in-life feeling himself his father’s repre-
sentative, and he had never felt this more than
when slander set its mark on the woman his
father had loved. He had spoken to his mother
as a Morton; but his warmest interest in Mrs.
Gordon’s cause rose from the fact that he was
an Annesley. There, indeed, rose his true ani-
mating impulse; and there was an anchor to hold
him steadfast through any opposition.

Suddenly, when he was about half-way to the
house, a sound broke on the stillness—a shrill,
childish voice that caused Ilderim to start and
prick up his satin ears with ominous haste.
When he had been brought to order, Anuesley
was able to comprehend that words of alternate
entreaty and command were apparently being
addressed to himself by some unseen person.

“Hola! Monsieur ! monsieur, come here!”
cried the voice, in a strange mixture of French
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and English. ¢ Pardonnezmol, but that nasty
Babette—"

The rest was lost in consequence of a sudden
movement on Ilderim’s part, which demanded all
his rider’s attention. When this exigence was
passed, Morton stared about him in utter bewil-
derment, for “ the silence was unbroken, and the
stillness gave no token” of any human presence
beside his own.

“Who is there?” he demanded at last—
sending his own voice in the direction from
which the other had proceeded. * Holloa!—
who is there ? ”

Then the same childish tones replied, impa-
tiently :

‘Tt is me—Felix Gordon. I wish you would
make haste, monsieur, for my arm is very tired.”

Guided by the voice, Annesley now saw in
the grove on his right a small figure clinging
half to the trunk and half to the lower limb of a
large tree, and thus suspended fully fifteen feet
above the ground.

“Good Heavens!” he cried. Then, spring-
ing from his horse, one or two quick bounds car-
ried him at once to the foot of the tree, where
he perceived the peril of the child’s position
more clearly. The limb had evidently broken
under him, and left him clinging with one hand
to a fragment of it while he braced his feet
against a gnarled knot of the tree, and thus par-
tially relieved himself of his own weight. But it
was only partially ; and relief from the preca.
rious position was impossible without the aid
which had so opportunely and so accidentally
arrived.

Morton did not waste any time in words. He
saw that the face which looked down upon him
wags very self-possessed ; but he also saw that it
was very pale, and marked the painful rigidity
of the attitude. He threw his gloves near a
small velvet cap that lay on the grass, and the
next moment was climbing the tree with the agil-
ity of a school-boy.

But ‘when he began to approach the child,
he saw that caution was necessary, or he would
dislodge the boy’s foot and send him crashing to
the ground, for he could do little more than steady
himself by his hand. Therefore, the rescuer crept
carefully on the opposite side of the tronk, hardly
allowing himself more than the merest clasp of
it, and, when he was onee safe among the boughs,
ascended to a considerable height before he
paused. Then, with extreme care, he descended
from limb to limb until he reached the one im-
mediately above the boy. There he seated him.
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gelf, and finding it securc spoke for the first
time.

¢ Now I am going to draw you up to me.
When I take hold of your collar, you must let
go the clasp both of your feet and your hand.
Don’t be afraid; for I shall not let you fall.”

“Ma foil I am not likely to be afraid,” said
the boy, half-scornfully. * But, if you are going
to do it, you had hetter make haste.”

Bending over, Annesley took a firm grasp of
the clothing that encircled the soft young neck,
and with one vigorous lift placed the child be-
fore him.

His eyes were closed, and be was white to
the lips, so that at first Annesley thought he
had fainted. But the next instant the fringed
lids lifted, and a smile of triumph eame over the
pale face,

“Babette said I could not doit; but I have
done it,” he cried. ‘[t was not my fault that
the limb broke.”

“Tt was not your fault,” said Morton, kindly;
“but it was an accident which is likely to bappen
at any time, and you must not risk your neck in
this way again. I may not be within call next
time.”

*No,” said the boy. He glanced rapidly and
somewhat wonderingly over the face and form of
his deliverer. ‘“I am very much obliged to you,
monsieur,” headded, with the grand manner which
had impressed even Mrs. Annesley. “But, je ne
vous connais pas—that is, I do not know you.”

“1 am your cousin,” answered Morton, smil-
ing; “and my name is Annesley.”

**Ab!” said the boy; and as he strove to
steady himsclf by altering his position, be gave a
faint cry of pain. ‘It is nothing,” he said, quick-
ly, in answer to his companion’s look of inquiry,
‘“ only my arm—TI hurt it.,”

« HOW ? ”

‘“ When the limb broke. Ah, I should have
got down if I could have used it—but I couldn’t,
you know.”

¢ Let me see if it is much hurt,” said Annes-
ley; and, after the child had unflinchingly borne
an examination, he pronounced it only sprained.
*“The bone is all right,” he said; “but you were
a brave fellow to hold on with one arm when the
other was in this condition.”

“I'd have hurt both, if I had fallen,” said bis
new acquaintance, with a half-comic grimace—
adding quickly, “but, monsicur, let us go
down.”

“1 have been thinking how wo shall manage
that, and I don't sec very clearly yet. This is
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the first thing to be done.” He drew a small
flask from his pocket, and held it to his com-
panion’s lips. “Drink, my boy—it will burn
your throat, but never mind that—you need
it.”

The boy drank eagerly—far too cagerly, An-
nesley thought; for he soon drew the flask
away.

“ That is enough—I don’t want to unsteady
your head for the descent.”

“Bah!"” said the child, in the scornful tone
which came so strangely from his childish lips.
‘“Bah, monsieur! Do you think I could not
drink twice that much, and be steady yet ? "’

“T should be sorry if you could,” said An-
nesley, gravely.

The dark eyes flashed upon him suddenly
“ Pourquoi, monsieur ?

‘Because it would show that you must have
had very bad training,” said Morton, quietly.
“No child of your age ought to know the taste
of brandy—much less, drink it as you did just
now. Who gives it to you?”

“Alas! no one now,” answered the boy, with
eandid regret. ‘‘Papa gave it to me sometimes
—but that was only to worry mamma—and St.
John gave it to me very often.”

‘ But surely your mother does not like it to
be given to you?”

The small shoulders achieved a Gallic shrug
which was simply perfect. “T should think not,
indeed, monsieur! Mamma will not even let me
drink a glass of wine—and Babette, nas y thing!
always tells her if I do.”

“Then, if I had been in your place,” aid Mor-
ton, impressively, “I would not have ta ‘en that
brandy, unless your mother had given i to you
herself.”

The boy gazed at him wonderingly
sieur, why not ?”

‘“ Because I should have felt bcund by her
wishes, especially as she was absent,” said Mor-
ton, as gravely as befitted the character of Men-
tor, with which the occasion had invested him.
‘A trust, my boy, is a thing which cannot be
held too sacred. Come, I sce you are very sen-
sible, and I need not talk to you as I would to
most children—I ean speak to you almost as if
you were a man.  You mean to be a gentleman,
do you not?” v

“T am a gentleman,” was the ‘quick reply.

“I am glad to hear you say so. But dc
you know what is the chief thing that makes a
gentleman ? Not blood, not birth—they are good
in their way, but they won’t do by themselves—

‘“ Mon-
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not any one thing so much as the eapability of
being trusted.”

“ Mamma says so—but she is a woman.”

“Well, I am a man, and I tell you the same
thing. What is more, I tell you that nobody who
bore the Morton name was ever lacking in this
capability. Look round! do you see all this,
which will be yours some day—these noble trees,
and those broad fields yonder? Well, the men
who owned all this before you were men who, if
a trust had been given them, would have held it
till they died—held it as you held that limb a
little while ago. You are a Morton in courage,
why not be a Morton in honor as well ?”

The sudden question took his listener en-
tirely by surprise. He looked up—still with
wonder—into the earnest face which bent over
him, as he said, slowly, “I am a Gordon, mon-
sieur.”

“I know. But you are a Morton also; and,
whatever the Gordons were, the Mortons, at
least, have always been brave and loyal gentle-
men, I eould tell you many a story about the
men of your name—and then, perhaps, you would
think that such a name was worth bearing.”

“Tell me,” said the boy, eagerly. “St. John
used to tell me about the Gordons; and I liked
to hear how they killed men and ran away with
women, and drank wine and brandy.”

“Then I am afraid you would not like my
storigs,” said Morton, “for I have nothing of the
gort to tell you. The men of whom I speak never
did any of those things. They were simple, hon-
orable gentlemen, who lived quiet lives, but who
knew how to be true to their friends, to honor
their God, and to serve their country; but not
one of them would have put that flask of brandy
to his lips!”

Felix’s large eyes opened widely. “Mon-
sieur! Did none of them drink brandy ?”

“Oh, yes,” said Morton, “I suppose all of
them drank brandy, and sometimes more than
was good for them. But none of them would
have done so if they had been put on their honor
not to do it by somebody who had a right to
exact such a promise.”

Felix looked thoughtful. Itwas evident that
a new light had dawned on his mind—a light
very different, when presented by this handsome
young eavalier, to that which had been urged by
his mother. At last, as he did not speak, Annes-
ley broke the silence.

¢ Now, we must get down, or your mother will
be uneasy about you. Were you alone when you
climbed up here??”
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“No; Babette was with me. She said I
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